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THE BRADY8 AND THE BRONZE IDOL 



OR, 



TRACKING A CHINESE TREASURE 



By A NEW YORK DETECTIVE 



CHAPTER I. 

THE MATTER OF THE DREAM GOD. 

A year or so ago, while the Bradys, those world-famous 
detectives, were in San Francisco, a case came their way 
which was something out of the usual, even for these men 
of many unusual experiences. Upon this case is based our 
story. 

The Bradys had just finished up a matter which had 
taken them more or less among the wealthier Chinese, 
thus their presence in the city was pretty generally known 
in the higher Chinatown circles, where the detectives have 
many acquaintances. 

It was on a Thursday afternoon that they completed 
their work. 

Old King Brady had planned a trip to the Geysers, 
which his partners, Young King Brady and Alice Mont- 
gomery, had never seen. 

The intention was to start in the morning, but as it 
turned out they never started at all, for that evening they 
began on the case in question, and the way it came about 
was as we shall now proceed to tell. 

The three detectives were seated in their private parlor 
at the Palace Hotel, when a well-engraved card was handed 
in, which bore the following : 

"Dr. J. L. Lee." 

Above, in lead pencil, was written "Introducing," and 
"beneath was the word "Over." 

Old King Brady reversed the card and read : 

"Dear Mr. Brady : I am sending you Dr. Lee, to whom 
I am under many obligations. Aid him if you can, and I 
shall be greatly obliged.'' 

This brief note was signed by a prominent banker in 
San Francisco, to whom Old King Brady was indebted 
for more than one fat fee. 



"Naturally, it led to the page being ordered to send Dr. 
Lee right up, and up he came, accordingly. 

He proved to be a very much Americanized Chinaman; 
a young man, good-looking for one of his race, gentle- 
manly in his manner, possessed of a perfect knowledge of 
the English language, and altogether a superior person. 

"I have called, Mr. Brady, to see if you will take up an 
investigation for me," he began, coming directly to the 
point. "I am not in position to do the work myself, as I 
am but little acquainted in San Francisco, although I was 
born here twenty-eight years ago. I will add in explana- 
tion of myself that I am a graduate of the English Medical 
College at Hong Kong, and have practiced my profession 
at Hankow, China, and also at Honolulu, Hawaii, where, 

as it happened, I fell in with Mr. , who has kindly 

favored me with this introduction. I am acting as the 
agent of what you would term the board of directors of the 
temple of Hankow, which you may be aware is one of the 
largest and richest of our Chinese religious institutions. It 
is on their business that I am now here, and I have papers 
to prove this. I am informed that Miss Montgomery is 
familiar with the Chinese language, and I would like to 
have her examine these papers before we proceed any fur- 
ther." 

"I am not anxious to take up any ordinary Chinese case, 
doctor," replied the old detective, "therefore I can't hold 
out any encouragement. Still, I am willing to oblige Mr. 

if I can. You may produce your papers and state 

your case. We will then decide." 

Dr. Lee bowed and, drawing out a wallet, took from it a 
narrow strip of red paper folded many times, which he 
handed to Alice. 

Now, Alice Montgomery, who is a full partner in the 
Brady Detective Bureau of Union Square, New York, is, in 
her way, a very gifted woman. 

She can read and speak several of the ordinary European 
languages. The daughter of a missionary, born ®nnd 
brought up in China, she can also read and speak Chinese. 
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Unfolding this paper, she studied it for some time in 
silence. 

Meanwhile, Dr. Lee proceeded to explain. 

"You must know, Mr. Brady," he continued, "that 
60me years ago, in the winter of 1906 to be exact, the great 
temple at Hankow was robbed by a neophyte priest, as you 
would call him. He stole a bronze idol of great antiquity 
which was most highly prized, and from a religious stand- 
point was of inestimable value. The robbery was com- 
mitted out of revenge. Wink Fat — such was the name of 
the thief — had been disgraced by the superior of the tem- 
ple, which, you must know, is conducted on similar lines 
to a Catholic monastery. The man was traced first to 
Hawaii, then to Mexico, where he was smuggled over the 
border and turned up in San Francisco two clays before the 
great earthquake and fire of April 18, 1906. That much 
we know. He disappeared during that dreadful time when 
Chinatown was totally destroyed, and the bronze idol van- 
ished with him. A large reward was offered for its recov- 
ery at the time, but nothing came of it. The matter was 
then dropped. It was supposed that Wink Fat lost his life 
in the fire and that the idol had been burned. It remained 
for me to revive the matter, and it came about in a most 
peculiar way."' 

Just here Alice interrupted. 

"I find these papers all right, Mr. Brady," she an- 
nounced. "Dr. Lee is certainly the authorized agent of 
what we would call the corporation of the great temple at 
Hankow. In addition to the signatures of the managers 
of the temple, here is the affidavit of the American Consul 
at Hankow, stating that this commission to find and take 
charge of this idol, which is known as the Dream God, 
about to be forwarded to Dr. Lee at Honolulu, was signed 
and sealed in his presence. It only remains for Dr. Lee to 
prove his own identity." 

"My card of introduction," suggested the doctor. 

"Is quite satisfactory if I can get Mr. to confirm it 

over the telephone," said Old King Brady, "which can be 
done when I have decided to take up this case." 

"Exactly," replied Dr. Lee, receiving back the com- 
mission. "You will want to know along what lines this 
search is to be carried out." 

"It would be as well," said Old King Brady. 

"Let me explain," continued Dr. Lee. "It is rather 
hard to make you Westerners understand these things, but 
Miss Montgomery, having lived among my people, may 
be able to comprehend. 

"While practicing my profession at Hankow three years 
ago, I was called one day to attend the head priest of the 
temple, who is a man of gTeat ability, and one who has 
imbibed many modern ideas, among others that a modern 
doctor educated in an English medical college is superior 
to a Chinese physician of the old style. 

"The man was seriously ill, and I saved him from death, 
if I do say it. He firmly believed this, and was duly grate- 
ful. Indeed, he believed that he actually did die and that 
I brought him back to life. I make no such claim, of 
course, but it remains a fact that he was unconscious nine 
houcg, and part of that time lay to all appearances dead, 
and that I brought him out of it. He claims that while in 
.that state he saw and talked with his predecessor, as priest 



of the temple, and that this man told him that the Dream 
God would be secured through me. It was for this reason 
that he gave me that commission after his recovery.". 

"Have you done anything about the matter?" demanded 
Old King Brady, rather impatiently, for he saw little in 
all this. 

| "Just a moment. I am coming to it." said Dr. Lee. "I 
■ soon left Hankow and went to Honolulu, where I met with 
considerable success, for there is a little prejudice against 
the Chinese there. I thought little of the idol. I saw no 
| way of tracing it. I put the whole thing down to the 
' priest's imagination, and so the matter rested until about a 
month ago I was called to attend a boy who had been 
; picked up in the street in some sort of fit. 
i "He proved to be a half-breed Chinese. He was part of 
the crew of the steamer J. II. Dole, which ran between 
; Honolulu and the other island. He was considered half- 
! witted by his mates. He was subject to these fits, which 
! sometimes lasted for hours. Epilepsy is my specialty, Mr. 
Brady. I have made a most exhaustive study of it. I 
found that the beginning of these attacks with this boy, 
who goes by the name of Jim Kelly, although his father 
was a Chinaman, Kelly being Ids mother's name, dated 
from the night of the burning of Chinatown, San Fran- 
cisco. While the attacks are on him the hoy talks pre- 
cisely as if he was another person. He remembers nothing 
; of this when he comes out of the fit. He claims to have 

been hurt in the head that night. He remembers nothing 
i ° ~ 

! that occurred afterward, until weeks later lie found himself 
j in the hospital. When the fits are on him — and they come 
! quite frequently — he speaks only Chinese, which he learned 
j as a child, but claims to have forgotten, and while the fit 
i is on him he talks of nothing else but the bronze idol and 
his adventures during the night Chinatown burned. And 
now for the singular part of it, and the part you will all 
find it hard to believe. When the fii is on him this boy 
believes himself to be Wink Fat, the renegade priest, who 
stole the Dream God from the temple at Hankow." 

The doctor paused and gazed at Old King Brady curi- 
ously. 

"So you have got to the point at last," remarked Old 
King Brady. 

"At last. Sorry I had to be so long about it." 
"Does the boy tell what he did with the idol ?" 
"Yes; all about it, but all is changed in Chinatown. I 
can't locate the place lie describes, nor have I been able to 
find any one who can. I am afraid to take a Chinaman 
into my confidence. I need responsible he];). I applied 



to Mr. 



ithout telling him anything of what 1 have 



just told you, and he informed me that you knew old Chi- 
natown with all its ins and outs as few white men knew it. 
He said you were in the city, and that you were just the 
man I wanted. So he wrote me that introduction, and here 
I am." 

"Doctor," said Old King Brady after a brief silence, "I 
am satisfied of one thing, you have not told me all the 
story yet." 

The doctor started slightly. 

"Why do you say that ?" he asked. 

"Because I believe it," said the old detective. "I judge 
by your manner that you are holding something back." 
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, "And so I am," replied the doctor, quickly, "but it is 
only that you might hear it from the boy's own lips. Come 
with me and you shall see him and hear him talk for your- 
self. Then I think you will be willing enough to take up 
my case." 

"No," replied Old King Brady, "there is something else 
involved, and I must know the truth now. Is it money?" 

"No!" cried the doctor, his excitement increasing, "it's 
not money. It's diamonds, it's big rubies, emeralds and 
sapphires. It's gems of all sorts, the grouping of a thou- 
sand years' worth ; heaven knows how much." 

"Ha! I suspected as much, and these gems are concealed 
within the idol?" 

"They weTe at the time it was stolen." 
"And the value of this Chinese treasure, doctor?" 
"I have no idea. It is very great, however." 
"Your information comes solely from the priest whose 
life you saved?" 

" From him originally. Wink Fat confirms it." 

"Bv that vou mean the Kellv boy talking in his fit?" 

"Yes." 

Well ! This is certainly strange business, but we can do 
nothing about it." 

"Nothing, Mr. Brady !" gasped Dr. Lee in a tone of in- 
tense disappointment. 

"You are too quick, doctor. I was about to add until 
we have seen the boy. As I. understand it, you have him in 
charge ?" 

"Yes. 1 brought him here from Honolulu. We arrived 
two weeks ago. I am putting up for him. When will you 
. come and see him?" 

"When will it suit you?" 

"To-night. We are living in two furnished rooms in a 
very retired way; both of us go in native Chinese dress; I 
most of the time, Jim all the time." 

"If you will give me the address we will call on you say 
about eight o'clock. But suppose the boy has no fit. You 
say he knows nothing of this treasure at other times?" 

"Absolutely nothing; all he knows is that he has been 
told by his mates on shipboard that when he is in a fit he 
talks Chinese. The substance of his talk never seems to 
have been explained to him." 

"How came he to come with you to San Francisco 
then ?" 

"Oh, I hired him. 1 pay him wages. He is a" sort of 
valet to me." 

"I see. The address?" 

The doctor gave a number on Pacific street, near Mason, 
on the edge of Chinatown and the notorious "Barbary 
Coast." 

'"We have the top floor," he said. 

" Under the name of Lee?" asked Old King Brady. 

"Yes; I am known there as Jim Lee." 

"But suppose the boy has no fit while we are there?" 

"Oh, he'll have one, all right. I can bring them on him 
any time I please." 

"Very well; we will be on hand," added Old King 
Brady, "and after I have heard the boy talk I will decide 
at once if I care to take up with your case." 

There was some general talk after this, and then Dr. 
Lee withdrew. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE KIDNAPING OF JIM KELLY. 

New Y'ork's little Chinatown of a few short blocks is 
but a patch alongside the big Chinese community in the 
heart of the older part of San Francisco, where for many 
blocks along the line of Dupont street none but Chinese 
dwell. 

After the fire there was much talk of forcing the Chinese 
to vacate this quarter, which would be a most valuable ad- 
dition to the business district of the city, but it proved to 
be impossible. 

Many of its residents have grown very rich. Much of 
the property is now owned by the Chinese, held in the 
names of white wives and half-breed children. 

So Chinatown was rebuilt on a larger and better scale 
than ever. 

That many of the old underground dens untouched by 
the fire are still in existence is a known fact. 

After the departure of Dr. Lee, Old King Brady got the 
banker who had acted as his sponsor on the telephone, and 
learned that the doctor had spoken only the truth in re- 
gard to his standing in Honolulu. 

"He saved my wife when all others had given her up," 
declared the banker. "I regard Dr. Lee as a very skilful 
man. What is it he wants you to do ?" 

Old King Brady explained about the stolen bronze idol 
and let it go at that, for in one thing Dr. Lee was certainly 
right. This was a case which should be kept very close. 

Old King Brady felt that it was not his business to go 
into details in the matter. 

"What do you think about it, anyhow, governor?" asked 
Young King Brady after this talk. "Do you believe in 
this treasure?" 

"That it once existed is easy to believe. That it was 
really in the idol on the night of the fire and remained 
there is doubtful. However, Harry, there is no use specu- 
lating over the matter. We will have our interview with 
the Kelly boy and then decide." 

But it was written that Old King Brady should not be 
present at this interview. 

Directly after supper the old detective was seized with 
an attack of a certain form of indigestion to which he is 
subject. It was decided that bed was the best place for 
him, and to bed he went, leaving Harry and Alice to wait 
on Dr. Lee, and empowering them to decide whether the 
firm should take up the case or not. 

Accordingly, at the appointed time, Harry and Alice 
turned up on Pacific street. 

They found that the house in question was a rickety old 
frame dwelling, one of a row of three which had been 
but partially burned during the fire, and had been re- 
paired. 

It was inhabited solely by Chinese. 

"Rather odd that Dr. Lee would choose such a place, 
don't you think so?" Harry remarked as they looked the 
house over from the outside. 

"He is safest from observation in just such a house, it 
seems to me," replied Alice. "I suppose, as he said, that'» 
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what he is driving at. But we must not stand talking here. 
We are attracting almost as much attention as if^Old King 
Brady was with us. Let us go right upstairs." 

The allusion was to Old Kiug Brady's peculiar style of 
dress. ' ( 

For always when not in disguise the old detective wears 
a long blue coat with brass buttons, an old-fashioned stock 
and stand-up collar, and a big white felt hat with an unu- 
sually broad brim. 

Harry and Alice hurried up to the top floor and knocked 
at the first door they came to, which was at once opened 
by Dr. Lee, who was now in Chinese dress, which gave him 
a very different appearance. 

He seemed greatly disappointed that Old King Brady 
was not coming, even when Harry assured him that it 
would make no difference, as he could decide about the 
case. 

"Where is the boy?" asked Alice. 

"Out just at present," replied the doctor. "He has be- 
come devoted to me. I allow him complete freedom. You 
must remember he has no idea what I am driving at." 

"You are confident of this?" demanded Harry. 

-"Absolutely." 

"How do j'ou account for him imagining that he is Wink 
Fat when he is in his fits ?" 

"Oh, that's easily explained. It is a very .common case 
with epileptics to imagine themselves some one else in their 
fits. You see on the night of the fire Jim first fell in with 
Wink Fat; the man had injured his leg by falling in a 
crowd which was being driven back by the police. He was 
quite helpless, and he asked Jim, who had assisted him 
home, to go into his rooms and help him move out his be- 
longings, for it had then become certain that all China- 
town must go. Jim agreed, and they started upstairs." 

"Excuse me; where was this?" 

"In a house on Dupont street, near Sacramento." 

"All right. Go on." 

"On the way up Wink Fat explained tha*t he had a very 
heav}' box to carry. He thought, however, that they would 
be able to manage it between them. That box, I believe, 
contained the idol. At least, Wink Fat so assures me." 

"When you say that you mean Jim in his fit?" 

"Yes; whenever I speak of Wink Fat as being at present 
alive and with me, understand that is always what I mean." 

"All right. Go on." 

"He didn't tell Jim where he meant to take the box. 
They started downstairs with it, Jim being ahead. Wink 
Fat's injured leg gave way under him, and he let go his 
hold ; the weight of the box was then all thrown upon Jim ; 
he lost his balance and fell clown the entire flight, the box 
struck him in the forehead, and that is the last he remem- 
bers until he came to himself in the hospital weeks later 
while in his normal condition." 

"And what happened afterward he tells in Chinese, 
speaking as Wink Fat while in his fits ?" 

"That's it; but this I want you to hear from his own 
tfps." , 

"Bemember, I can't understand him," said Harry. 

"But Miss Montgomery can?" 

"Certainly, if he speaks Chinese." 



"Let us talk Chinese a few minutes, if Mr. Brady will 
excuse us." 

» They did so, and the doctor declared that Alice's use of 
that difficult language was all but perfect. 

They were still talking when quick footsteps were heard 
on the stairs, and a boy of about eighteen entered the 
room. 

He was a very ordinary looking person, except that 
while his hair was red his eyes were black and almond 
shaped. 

This was the only feature he possessed which made him 
look like a Chinaman, but native dress helped a lot. 

As Dr. Lee had put it, the boy had not the faintest idea 
who was expected nor why they were to be there. 

He was not introduced. 

Passing into another room, he called to the doctor and 
said he wanted to speak to him for a minute. 

When the doctor came back he looked annoyed and closed 
the dividing doors. 

"What do you think," he said. "Jim tells me that he 
is sure he has been followed this evening by a Chinaman, 
for every time he looked around the same man was at his 
heels. He don't understand it. Says he don't know the 
man, but it bothers him. What do you think? Can some 
one have caught onto what I know, and he knows?" 

"Were there any Chinamen among the crew of the 
Dole?" asked Harry. 

"Yes ; the steward. His name is Yung Ling. He came 
twice to my house where I kept Jim before we left Hono- 
lulu to see the boy, but Jim said he didn't like the fellow 
and didn't want to see him, so I sent him away." 
I "Jim had his fits while he was on board the Dole, didn't 
he?" 

"Certainly. Many times, and, by the way, he worked for 
the steward." 

"Did he then? I think you need go no further, doc- 
tor." 

"It troubles me," said the doctor. "I don't like it, I 
must confess." 

"Did this Chinaman follow him to the house?" 
"Yes; to tKe very door." 

Harry got up, went on tip-toe to the door and flung it 
suddenly open. 

He half expected to find somebody in the hall, but there 
was no one there. 

"We better get right down to business," he said. 

"I'll call Jim in," replied the doctor; but before there 
was time for him to make another move, a sharp cry was 
heard in the back room. 

The words were: 

"Doctor ! Help !" 

The doctor dashed to the door and flung it open. 

Harry, with his revolver drawn, was right behind him. 

They were just in time to see the back window closed 
down, but neither saw who did it. Jim was not in evi- 
dence. 

"Is there a fire-escape? They've kidnaped the boy 1" 
cried Harry, rushing to the window. 

"No fire-escape," said the doctor. 

"Then they must have let a ladder down from the roof. 
The way up I Be quick!" 
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They ran out into the hall, but there was no one to be 
seen. 

The doctor flung open a closet door, revealing the roof 
ladder and scuttle. 

As quickly as it was in his power to do so Harry got out 
on the roof, taking the lead, as the doctor was a man of 
somewhat portly build, and also unarmed. 

Harry was just in time to see the scuttle on the third 
house — the last of the old row up the hill — closing down, 
and he caught sight of a Chinese face beneath it. 

On the roof was a rope ladder made sailor fashion at- 
tached to one of the chimneys. 

"Guard the roof, doctor!" he cried. "I will make for 
the street and see what I can do." 

He got down the ladder with all speed and, hastily ex- 
plaining to Alice, told her to remain where she was. 

Perhaps three minutes had elapsed before Harry gained 
Pacific street from the time the boy uttered that despairing 
cry. 

This was certainly quick work, and that which followed 
was equally so, for by rare good luck Harry happened to 
meet at the very door the ward detective attached to that 
section — a man whom he knew. 

"A half-breed boy in whom I am interested has just 
been captured by Chinamen," he explained. "He was 
taken down by way of the roof into that house. Help me 
to get him if it isn't too late." 

" Yours truly," cried the wardman. "If he's there we'll 
have him out." 

They went through the house with all speed, beginning 
at the top floor, but no trace of Jim Kelly was to be found. 

The wardman declared that so far as he knew, these 
three houses were occupied by a superior class of China- 
men. 

There was neither fantan nor opium joints in either of 
them. 

All he could do was to promise Harry to get an inter- 
preter and try it again. He would do it right then if 
Harry wished it so, he added, and as Young King Brady 
did wish it, he hurried off and quickly returned with the 
interpreter. 

Again the rounds of the rooms in the last house were 
made, and this time Alice and Dr. Lee were with them. 

Both agreed with the interpreter as to what was said. 

Everybody spoken to declared that they knew nothing ; 
of any boy having been brought into the house by way of 
the roof. 

"And what do you propose to do now, doctor?" Harry 
asked when it was all over. 

"What can I do but to wait and see if Jim returns," re- 
plied the doctor. "If you want to hear his revelations sec- 
ond-hand I am prepared to give them." 

"It is getting late," said Harry, and as I am worried 
about Old King Brady, I think we better get back. If he 
is better in the morning we will call on you about nine 
o'clock." 

Old King Brady wa3 asleep when Harry looked in on 
him, and he did not learn of the outcome of their visit 
until the next day. 

"Somebody else has got next in this business," he said 



then. "Looks as if it might be the Chinese steward of the 
Dole. Still you can never tell." 

"Will you go to the doctor's ?" asked Harry. 

"Yes," was the reply. "I am feeling all right now, and 
my curiosity is aroused. W T e will get around there as soon 
as we have finished breakfast." 

But they had not yet finished when the doctor was an- 
nounced, and when they joined him they found the man in 
a state of great excitement. 

"Bead that," he cried, thrusting a letter into Alice's 
hand. 

It proved to be in Chinese, and was very brief. 
Alice read aloud as follows : 

"Dr. Lee: You may as well go back to Honolulu. Th6 
Dream God is found, and you will never see it or its con- 
tents. Waste no time trying to find the boy, either. He is 
dead." 

The letter was unsigned. 

"Bluff ! Mere bluff !" exclaimed Old King Brady. "We'll 
take your case, doctor, hit or miss. I want to help you 
out if I can." 



CHAPTEE III. 

LOOKING UP THE ELEVEN LANTERNS. 

At great lengths, and indulging in many repetitions, Dr. 
Lee that morning gave the Bradys his version of the reve- 
lations made by Jim Kelly while in his epileptic fits. 

What he said need not be gone into here, for the same 
material will have to be gone over later. 

For the present it is enough to say that the boy, speaking 
as Wink Fat, declared that the box was taken by them into 
an underground room beneath a restaurant and opium 
joint known as the "Eleven Lanterns," and there buried. 

By the time they had finished their work the house had 
taken fire and their escape was cut off. 

"Wink Fat" — Jim in his fit — further declared that he 
perished, but that the real Jim managed to crawl through 
a hole too small for him — Wink Fat — and so escaped. 

What the supposed dead man could not tell was the loca- 
tion of the Eleven Lanterns, nor why the box containing 
the bronze idol was taken there. 

He did not even know the name of the street on which it 
stood. He was altogether misty as to why the box was 
taken there. 

Dr. Lee declared that he had tried in vain to locate this 
restaurant, but he could not believe that it had no exist- 
ence except in the imagination of the half-demented boy. 

Such was the problem which the Bradys now undertook 
to solve. 

The first thing they did was to cover the ground Dr. Lee 
had already covered, but they went about it in a different 
way. 

That morning Old King Brady called upon the chief of 
police, and every courtesy was shown him. 

There are Chinese detectives employed in San Francisco. 
All of these were summoned, but none of them had ever 
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heard of the house of the Eleven Lanterns, and all of them 
claimed to have been thoroughly acquainted in old China- 
town. 

" It must have been some private Chinese club which was 
kept very close if it ever had any existence," Old King 
Brady said to Dr. Lee. 

They had now left police headquarters, having received 
the promise that every possible effort would be made to 
find the kidnaped boy. 

"And supposing you are right?" questioned the doctor. 

"Let me ask," said Old King Brady, "are the people who 
worship in the great temple of Hankow of the same re- 
ligion as the ordinary Cantonese Chinamen of San Fran- 
cisco ?" 

"No," replied the doctor. "Altogether different. They 
are of the religion of western China. There are many of 
the same kind in Pekin ; all of them belong to the upper 
classes. Miss Montgomery will understand." 

"In other words, they are pure Bhuddists, like some of 
the Hindoos and the Japanese," said Alice. 

"That's it," replied Dr. Lee. 

"Then we see our course for a short distance ahead," 
said Old King Brady. "You come with me, Alice. Doctor, 
you and Harry make the rounds of every opium joint and 
restaurant and see if you can catch a clew to this steward, 
Yung Ling. Probably it will do no good, but it should be 
tried." 

They separated then, and Old King Brady with Alice 
went up Market street to a Japanese curio store kept by a 
man named Matsada, who was secretly employed by the 
United States Secret Service Bureau to look after smug- 
gling in his line. 

Just how trustworthy Mr. Matsada was Old King Brady 
could not tell, but he was well acquainted with him, and 
they were courteously received. Matsada had several times 
worked in connection with Old King Brady on smuggling 
cases. 

"Matsada, I am in a fix," said the old detective when 
the first greetings had been exchanged. "It is absolutely 
necessary for me to find out where in Chinatown there 
was a private restaurant club-house, opium joint, or what- 
ever it really was, known as the House of the Eleven Lan- 
terns." 

"Before the fire?" broke in Matsada. 
"Yes. Do you know of it?" 
"No. What about it?" 

"I have but one clew," continued Old King Brady. "It 
is known that a certain Bhuddist priest from the great 
temple at Hankow was in the habit of going there. It 
therefore occurred to me that it might have been a sort of 
religious club, and that you, as a Japanese and a Bhuddist, 
might know of it, or at least know of some way of getting 
at the information." 

Matsada sat silent for several minutes. 

"I don't know that there is any reason why I should 
not help you," he said, "nor do I know that. I can. Let 
me ask the name of this priest. Was he a Chinaman ?"■ 

"He was a Chinaman. His name was Wink Fat." 

"Was he in good standing?" 

"No. He was a thief. He had robbed the temple of 
Hankoir." 



"I thought as much." 
"Ha! You know something then?" 
"Not so fast. I know nothing definite. What had he 
stolen?" 

"A bronze idol of great age, known as the Dream God." 
"That is only a translation of the Chinese name?" 
"I presume so." 

"I know what you mean. Listen ! All I can say is this. 
In our form of religion- certain numbers have a certain 
significance. Eleven we call the thieves' number. It also 
applies to murderers and those who have violated their 
religious vows. Many such come here from China and 
Japan, just as San Francisco is the refuge for all sorts of 
shady people from the States and from foreign countries. 
If any such bunch got together and formed a private club, 
calling it the Eleven Lanterns, and they were Bhuddists, 
then they were also crooks, of that you may be sure. They 
would also be sure to keep their club very close." 
. "It may still exist." 

"It may, of course. The only way I can help you is this. 
I know a countryman of mine who was once a Bhuddist 
priest. He was forced to leave Japan for violating the 
rules of his order. He is now in San Francisco working 
as a butler for a rich man on Nob Hill. If such a club as 
you speak of ever existed, and still exists, that man would 
be likely to belong to it." 

"What's his name?" • 

"He goes by the name of Yama." 

"And the address?" 

Matsada gave a number on California street. The name 
of the owner of the house he didn't know. 

"First clew !" Old King Brady remarked to Alice as 
soon as they got outside. "We must follow this right up. 
I don't want to waste a moment over this case, so I'm going 
to take the bull by the horns and send you to call on 
Yama's employer, whoever he or she may prove to be. Get 
a cab and go there at once. It will be best to question the 
man through the employer. Don't come back without hav- 
ing done this; whether you succeed or fail in getting- the 
information is a matter we can't control." 

Alice left and Old King Brady strolled back towards 
Chinatown with the intention of calling on an old China- 
man who had formerly kept a restaurant on Dupont street 
and whom he had known for many years. 

The name of this man was Soo Ming. Old King Brady 
by no means reckoned him as a friend. On the contrary, 
he believed the old fellow to be a great rascal. But the 
man was very old, very rich, and was entirely out of busi- 
ness. The old detective believed that he could work the 
information out of him if he possessed any. 

It was not altogether easy to locate Soo Ming, but Old 
King Brady managed it, and an hour later found him in a 
back room on the ground floor of a Chinese merchant's 
office on Sacramento street. 

In this house Soo Ming was supposed to live. A boy 
had been sent upstairs after him, and Old King Brady sat 
facing three solemn-looking Chinks awaiting his appear- 
ance. 

These men claimed to speak no English. The talk had 
been made with the boy. 

They were all smoking Chinese tobacco pipes with long 
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bamboo stems, and they stared owlishly at the detective, 
now and then saying something to each other in their own 
language. 

After a little, old Soo Ming entered, clad in rich native 
garments, with gold nuggets for his blouse buttons and a 
big diamond set in a ring glittering on his finger. 

"Hello! Mlister Old Kling Blady!" he exclaimed. 
"How do? Longee time since me see you. Befo fire, yair. 
Allee me fiends. Sittee down, yair." 

He placed a chair, said something to the bov, and while 
Old King Brady was still answering his civil greeting, 
cakes and wine were served. 

"Ming," said the old detective after he had eaten a cake 
and sipped a glass of wine, "can you tell me whereabouts 
in Chinatown used to be the House of the Eleven Lanterns 
before the fire?" 

Soo Ming partially closed his eyes and glanced at his 
throe companions. 

From the interested look which came over their faces the 
old detective felt satisfied that they understood every 
word. 

"Me no know, but me can findce out," said Ming. "Man 
upstairs, he know. Waitee bit." 

He arose and left the room, the others following him. 

That this sudden vanishing of all hands was peculiar 
Old King Brady had reason to think afterward, but he did 
not reflect upon it at the time. So much that the Chinese 
do is peculiar that a little thing like this was not calculated 
to claim attention. 

The old detective was now left alone for about twenty 
minutes, when Soo Ming came shuffling in again. 

"Me findec out, Blady," he said. "Dlata house down 
Dupont street. Why for you wantee know?" 

"I am trying to find out whether a certain man is alive 
or dead," replied the old detective. 

"What him name?" 

"Jim Lee," replied Old King Brady, not disposed to 
take this man into his confidence. 
"Him livee Slan Flancisco?" : 

"No, no. He came from China only a few days before 
the fire. What kind of a place was this House of the 
Eleven Lanterns, Ming?" 

" Lostaulant ; hop smokee place, yair." 

"What number Dnpont street was it?" 

"Me don't gettee dlat. Come along; me show you 
where. Mo know feller what keep store dere ; samee lot, 
yair." . . . 

He put on a hat and they started and went down Dupont 
street as far as Jackson, where Soo Ming pointed out a 
new three-story building of white brick. 

"Dlata place user be upee stlairs dere," he said, and 
just as he spoke a Chinaman in American dress came out 
the side door. 

"Hello, Ming!" he exclaimed, and he came forward and 
shook hands. 

"Dlis me fiend George, Blady," said Soo Ming. "He 
know allee bout 'Leven Lanterns." 

"House of the Eleven Lanterns! Why, I used to be a 
waiter in that place," said George, whose English was per- 
fect. 



"Did you," said the old detective. "Were you employed 
there at the time of the fire ?" 

"Sure! Remember the night well,"' replied George, 
glibly. "Say," he added, "I've got a picture of the old 
joint upstairs in my room. Snap-shot. Want to see it? 
Come on up and you shall." 

"Go and get it, I'll wait here," said the old detective. 

He had just looked around and made the discovery that 
Soo Ming had vanished in the crowd, which is ever surging 
up and down Dupont street. 

It struck him as peculiar. So did George's friendly man- 
ner and his sudden appearance on the scene. It suggested 
a confidence game. Old King Brady decided to be on his 
guard, and repeated that he would wait. 

"Oh, if yon don't care to see it, that's all right, too," 
said George, adding: 

"Sav, you're a detective, aren't you?" 

"Yes."" 

"I thought so. I've often seen you around Chinatown. 
What did you want to know about the old Eleven Lan- 
terns, anyway?" 

"Ob, anything you have to tell would interest me," re- 
plied Old King Brady. "I was just looking up its history. 
Was it a tough joint?" 

"Xot just that, but pretty well so. It was a private 
club. Yo ordinary Chink could get admitted. Just a eer- 
tain kind." 

"Any Japs belong to the club?"' 

"Yes, there were a few. There was nothing special about 
the place, anyhow. Just a club, as I say." 

"Thanks," replied Old King Brady, and bidding George 
"•ood-day, he moved on. 

Reaching Pacific street, he ran into Harry and Dr. Lee. 

As he did so he suddenly turned and saw George close 
at his heels. 

"There's Yung Ling now," whispered Dr. Lee. 
"The man with the brown coat? The one who is strik- 
ing across the street?" demanded Old King Brady. 
"Yes." 

"We want him!" said the old detective, and they all 
started across the street. 

"George," for it was he Dr. Lee had indicated, could not 
have seen them coming, for he did not look bach 

Doubtless he knew that they would come, however, for he 
made a quick dive into a doorway and vanished. 

"I've put my foot in it all right," growled Old King 
Brady. 

"What about that?" demanded Harry. 

"Why. I've just been talking with that fellow about the 
House of the Eleven Lanterns. He pretended he was a 
waiter in the place at the time of the fire, but I believe he 
lied. I've given myself away to the enemy, surest thing 
you know." 



CHAPTER IY. 

TH3 BRADYS SEE JIM KELLY, AND ALICE LOCATES THE 
ELEVEN LANTEKNS. 

To have attempted to follow up the slippery steward of 
the Dole into the house in which he had vanished would 
have been to create altogether too much excitement for 
' Old King Brady to be willing to undertake it. 
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"Have you two accomplished anything?" he asked. 

"Nothing," replied Harry. "Absolutely nothing. But 
■what about all this?" 

"Let us walk around to your rooms, doctor," said the 
old detective. "I repeat I have made a bad break, but I 
think I have settled one thing. The kidnaping of Jim 
Kelly is surely the work of the steward. Perhaps on the 
side I have located a bunch of Chinks who are in with him. 
But hear my story and judge for yourselves." 

The story was told in the doctor's room. 

"What can we do?" asked Harry. 

"As I figure it out, the invitation to enter that house 
and see the picture was a deliberate attempt to lead me 
into a trap," said Old King Brady. "It must have been 
cooked up by Soo Ming. The man was always more or less 
of a crook. He went right out, and the other three fol- 
lowed him just as soon as I mentioned the Eleven Lan- 
terns. I didn't suspect anything at the time, but I see 
now that there was something strange about their action. 
I hit them harder than I knew." 

"Probably," said Dr. Lee. "What about all three of us 
going upstairs m that house together. We will see if Yung 
Ling is known there. It may be that we can pick up some- 
thing. For three of us to go together it ought to be safe 
enough." 

"I don't object trying it," said Old King Brady. "We 
shall be on our guard. I am satisfied that it was a delib- 
erate attempt to lure me into a trap. Let us go now." 

They went. 

The halls were well kept for a Chinese tenement, for 
such above the store floor it appeared, to be. 

They proceeded to the top floor and knocked at the first 
door they struck. This connected with a rear room. There 
was no answer. 

A knock on the door of the front room brought a China- 
man. 

The room appeared to be well furnished. 

The doctor inquired for Yung Ling, but the woman had 
never heard of him. 

She was sure that no such person lived in the house. 
She had lived there ever since the fire, and knew every- 
body in the house she declared. 

"Who lived in the back rooms?" was now asked by the 
doctor. 

The woman replied that nobody lived there. Those 
rooms were not rented and never had been ; why, she did 
not know. All the other rooms on the different floors were 
occupied, she said. 

"Ask her who owns the house?" said Old King Brady 
when Dr. Lee translated this. 

The question put, it brought an answer which in no way 
surprised the old detective. 

The woman said that she did not know who owned the 
house, but that her husband paid rent to Soo Ming, on 
Sacramento street. 

Thanking her, the detective withdrew, and when the 
woman had closed the door they paused at the head of 
the stairs. 

"Behind that door is where I should have been taken all 
right," said Old King Brady. "We must see the inside of 
that room." 



He produced his bunch of skeleton keys and soon found 
one which qpened the door. 

In spite of what the Chinawoman had said, the apart- 
ment was neatly furnished as a bedroom in the Chinese 
style. 

Another room opened from it which was unfurnished. 

They entered after making sure that the floor was solid. 

Shades were drawn at the windows, and Old King Brady 
raised one of them. 

The window commanded a view of a new tenement on 
the other side of China Alley, on which once notorious by- 
way the house backed. 

"Well, upon my word!" exclaimed the old detective as 
he glanced across the alley. 

"What is it?" demanded Harry. 

"I see !" cried Dr. Lee. "Yung Ling!" 

Sure enough, there, standing at a window looking over at 
them, was the genial "George," otherwise Yung Ling, the 
steward of the Dole. 

He was as smiling as ever, and he waved his hand at 
them and then drew back out of sight. 

"Another fluke," muttered Old King Brady. "I have 
served his purpose all right by coming here." 

"Oh, I don't know as you have to say that, governor," 
replied Harry. "He knew already that we are out after 
Jim Kelly and the bronze idol, I suppose. I don't know 
that seeing us here has told him any more." 

"Wait a bit," said the doctor. "Perhaps he will show 
himself again. That is, unless you want to go over there 
and arrest him." 

"On what ground could we arrest him ?" asked Old King 
Brady. "I can think of none, nor do I know that I care 
to arrest the man. I had much rather go on his trail." 

"Suppose we strike for that?" suggested Harry. "It 
would be rather difficult for you, dressed as you are, but 
I might make a quick disguise and try it." 

"Wait! There he is again!" exclaimed the doctor. 

For a second the steward showed himself, and then once 
more dodged back out of sight. 

"Singular tactics," said Harry. "Shall I disguise, gov- 
ernor ?" 

"Wait a second," replied the old detective. "That move 
was just to se if we were still here. Ha! Now we have 
it!" 

Again the steward appeared at the window. He held by 
the arm a boy dressed in pajamas only, whose eyes were 
closed. 

"Jim !" cried Dr. Lee, "and he's in a fit." 
Clearly the only object of the steward was to exhibit 
Jim Kelly, for he immediately drew the boy away again 
and disappeared himself. 

"A challenge !" cried Old King Brady. 
"Nothing else," replied Dr. Lee. "Now you have good 
j grounds for arrest." 

! "We will get the wardman and go through the house," 
■ declared Old King Brady. " Something may come of it, 
but I doubt it. At least, for the present. ^There is some 
deep motive for that move." 

Hastily closing the door they went downstairs and out 
into China Alley by the back way. 

They had carefully noted the floor, and Old King Brady 
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and the doctor now stationed themselves at the door to 
remain on guard while Harry hurried away to find his 
friend, the wardman. 

Meanwhile, Alice had been busy about her mission. 

Beaching the number, she found it attached to one of 
those beautiful frame mansions of which so many were 
built by the old California millionaires on the brow of 
Nob Hill. 

This house had been but partly destroyed by the great 
fire and had since been carefully restored. 

Having made sure of her number, Alice looked up a 
policeman and, exhibiting her shield, inquired who lived 
in the house. 

"Why, it is Mr. Bartlett, Mr. Benjamin Bartlett," re- 
plied the officer. 

"What does he do ?" asked Alice. 

"Do? Nothing," was the reply. "He lives on his 
money. He's enormously rich. Made his money in mining 
stocks long ago." 

"I have to get an interview with him if I can," said 
Alice. "What sort of a man is he, officer, if you know?" 

"He is very old and very peculiar," Teplied the police- 
man. "His family are all dead or married off, and he lives 
there in that big house alone with a few servants. He is 
a very civil-spoken gentleman. I don't think you will 
have any trouble." 

Alice, accordingly, rang Mr. Bartlett's bell, and the door 
was opened by a Japanese, who might well have been 
Yama himself. 

Alice asked to see Mr. Bartlett, and handed the man her 
personal card. ' 

"I don't think he will see you unless you state your busi- 
ness," said the Jap when Alice had declined to do this. 
"He don't often see ladies. If it's money for charity you're 
after, it will be no use." 

"It is not," said Alice. She exchanged the card for a 
professional one, and told the Jap to say to Mr. Bartlett 
that she wished to see him on important business. 

A liberal tip settled it with the Jap, and her card was 
taken in, but Alice herself was left outside. 

The Jap presently returned with word that Mr. Bartlett 
would see her, but he was not feeling well that day, and as 
he did not care to leave his room, she would have to wait on 
him there. 

He conducted her upstairs, and they entered a room 
fitted up as a library. 

Thousands of books were ranged on shelves which 
reached from floor to ceiling. 

From this room they went into another which was a sort 
of museum of Oriental curiosities of every sort kept in a 
great glass case, and among these things were many small 
Chinese and Japanese images of gold, silver, wood, ivory 
and bronze. 

Larger idols stood about the room, some on the floor and 
others upon pedestals. 

Over by the rear windows sat a tall, elderly man at a 
long table which was littered with books. 

He did not even raise his head as they entered, but con- 
tinued the writing he was engaged with. 

"Place a chair, Yama !" he called out. "You will have 
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to excuse me for a few minutes, miss. I can't break in on 
this train of thought." 

And for fully half an hour after this he did not raise 
his eyes, but continued to scribble away as if his life de- 
pended upon it. 

At last he laid down his pen and, swinging around in his 
chair, abruptly asked Alice what she wanted. 

To such a man it would evidently be necessary to speak 
out, and Alice explained that the Bradys had taken up the 
search for a bronze idol known as the Dream God, which 
had disappeared at the time of the great fire, the last being 
known of it was that it had been buried in the cellar of a 
Chinese restaurant or club known as the Eleven Lanterns. 

Mr. Bartlett listened with a considerable show of ex- 
citement. 

"The Dream God ! The Dream God !" he now exclaimed. 
"There is but one original statue of the ancient Dream God 
of the Bhuddists known to exist, although there are many 
copies. That statue is made of bronze, and for more than 
2,000 years has occupied a niche in the great temple of 
Hankow. You must know, Miss Montgomery, that I am 
an authority on such subjects. I suppose some one has so 
informed you, and that is why you are here. I am at pres- 
ent writing a book on Oriental religions and their idols. 
For that statue of the Dream God, if its genuineness could 
be proved, I should be willing to pay a large sum." 

"It is the same statue, undoubtedly," said Alice. "The 
man for whom we are working is a Chinese doctor named 
Lee. He holds a commission from the managers of the 
temple of Hankow to find this idol, which was stolen from 
the temple a few years ago." 

"Stolen! Is it possible! Why, I traveled all the way 
to China for no other purpose than to examine that par- 
ticular idol. That was just before the great fire — 1905. 
The idol was then in charge of a priest named Wink Fat, 
a man of low intelligence, but he knew its value. His only 
business was to look after that particular idol." 

"It was he who stole it," said Alice, "but I had no idea 
that I was coming to an authority on such subjects. Let 
me explain just why I called on you, Mr. Bartlett." 

And Alice went on to tell of the visit to the Japanese 
Matsada. 

"Yes, yes!" cried the old collector, "I am well aware 
that my butler is a renegade Bhuddist priest. That is 
why I hired him. I have traveled much in Japan. I speak 
the language, also some Chinese, but I never heard of this 
club. I don't believe it exists. But Matsada is right. 
Eleven is the thieves' lucky number. This is most inter- 
esting. I'll call Yama and question him. Perhaps he 
knows." 

"I wouldn't say anything to him about the idol, then, if 
I were you," said Alice. 

"Who, I? Indeed, I'm no such fool," snapped Mr. 
Bartlett. "If there is such a club, and they have the Dream 
God, they will never give it up voluntarily, of that you may 
rest assured." 

He rang the bell then and leaned back in his chair. 

Not a word had Alice said about the treasure concealed 
in the idol. She wondered if Mr. Bartlett suspected. 

Yama came, and they talked in Japanese. 

Both appeared to get somewhat excited, particularly the 
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butler, who looked at Alice from time to time in a most 
peculiar way. 

At length he left the room. 

"Well?" demanded Alice. 

"It is most remarkable," said Mr. Bartlett. "There was 
euch a club at the time of the fire. Their rooms were on 
Jackson street, where they occupied an upper floor. Yama 
was a member. He says the club is out of existence now. 
I doubt it. I am satisfied that he Js lying. If you under- 
etood these matters you would know that the possession 
of the Dream God would be most invaluable to such people. 
They believe that it has the power to make them dream of 
luck numbers and as to whether their undertakings are to 
be successful or not." 

"And will it do the same for crooks as for honest peo- 
ple ?" Alice asked with a smile. 

"Just the same. You don't understand.". 

"Oh, I think- 1 do, Mr. Bartlett." . 

"I am sure you don't, then, miss, by your leave; but 
who do you suppose owned that property at the time of 
the fire, and owns it still?" 

"I judge from your way of speaking, sir, that you must 
be the man," said Alice, 

"Eight !" he cried. "That house is mine." 

"Does Yama know it?" 

"No, no ! I was not such a fool as to hint such a thing. 
The original Dream God buried in my cellar! Amazing! 
We will go in search of it at once. If it is found there, this 
Dr. Lee will have to prove his claim to it pretty thoroughly 
before he gets it away from me." 

"Botheration !" thought Alice. "Here's a mess." 

"Was the cellar disturbed when the house was rebuilt?" 
she asked. 

"That's just it!" cried Mr. Bartlett. "It. wasn't dis- 
turbed at all. The house was only partially destroyed. It 
was merely repaired. The cellar remained just as it always 
was. Come, my dear young lady. You have given me the 
tip in this matter. We will start a hunt for this Chinese 
treasure at once." 

"Upon my word, I believe he suspects," thought Alice. 
"If I only could consult with Old King Brady. But I 
mustn't leave this enthusiast. If once he gets his hands 
on the Dream God I don't believe he will ever give it up." 



CHAPTER V. 

SHADOWS ON THE SHADES. 

Harry soon returned with the wardman and an officer. 

Old King Brady and Dr. Lee reported that nothing had 
been seen of Yung Ling or Jim Kelly. 

They ascended to the correct floor and knocked on the 
door of the room Old King Brady decided was the right 
one. 

There was no answer. 

Old King Brady then opened the door with his skeleton 
keys, but it was only to find the room vacant. 

There were plain evidences that some one had recently 
been in there, however. 



The floor was covered with dust, and in the dust were 
two sets of footprints. 

Dr. Lee declared that Jim had an unusually large foot 
for a boy of hi3 age. 

There were imprints of large, bare feet. 

The others were of a man wearing shoes. 

The imprints led to and from the door. 

"Not the room we want," remarked Harry". 

"Evidently not," replied Old King Brady, looking 
around. 

There were two other doors in the room. 

One connected with an unusually large closet, the other 
with an adjoining room. The latter was locked. 

Old King Brady knocked on it, and a voice answered in 
Chinese. 

"What does he say?" asked the old detective. 

"To go around the other* way," replied Dr. Lee. 

They went out into the hall and found a stupid-looking 
Chinaman with very few clothes on standing there. 

He started back ■> when he saw the policeman, but they 
crowded into his room. 

He proved to be merely a cigar-maker, working alone. 

Old King Brady was quite sure that he had no license, 
and was refilling old cigar boxes, for ho saw no stamps and 
no new boxes. He said nothing of this, however, for he did 
not care to meddle. 

The other rooms on the floor — in fact even room in the 
house — was visited even to the cellar, but it all went for 
nothing. 

No one knew the steward of the Dole, nor could any 
trace of Jim Kelly be discovered. 

It was with the utmost reluctance that the Bradys gave 
it up, as they were finally obliged to do at last. 

The wardman promised to do what he could towards 
locating the genial George, though he assured Harry tiiat 
he did not know the man. 

"Now, then, I'm going back to the hotel," said the old 
detective. ''No more daylight work. To-night we will 
return to that room and hide in the closet. I believe there 
will be something doing." 

They parted from Dr. Lee and went back to the Palace, 
expecting to find Alice there, but she hud not come up to 
four o'clock, when the Bradys started out in search of her. 

They went to Mr. Bartlett's in an electric cab, and hav- 
ing learned the man's name, Harry left the cab to make (he, 
inquiries. 

He quickly returned looking rather more disturbed than 
he had been before. 

"Well, what about it?" demanded Old King Brady. 

"Why, she called there," replied Harry. "She had a 
long talk with Mr. Bartlett, and then went away with him. 
They left the house together on foot. They did not say 
where they were going. They have not yet returned." 

"Strange," muttered the old detective. "By the way, 
I didn't stop to tell you, but I know all about this man 
Bartlett." 

"Do you, then? What's his record? Is lie all right?" 

"Why, he is one of the wealthiest men in San Fran- 
cisco. He is a great student, and also a great collector of 
Oriental art objects. I can't imagine anything crooked 
about him. It almost looks to me as if he and Alice had 
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got on the trail of the bronze idol. I daresay she will turn 
up all right." 

But Alice had not turned up at all by supper time, and 
the detectives began to grow decidedly anxious about her. 

It was while they were at supper that a page waited on 
the Bradys and informed them that a Chinaman wanted 
to see them. 

The detectives were eating in their own private suite, as 
they sometimes do, so they ordered the man shown up at 
once. 

He proved to be another much Americanized proposition, 
a young man who declined to give his name. 

"You know George?" he said to Old King Brady upon 
entering. 

"Yes, I know George." 

"Well, I come from George." 
'' "And for what? Out with it." 

"You want that boy you saw at the window to-day there 
in China Alley?" 

"Yes." 

"If you will do as I tell you then you can get him." 
"Teil it." 

"Go to that other room to-night at nine o'clock. George 
will meet you and tell you what to do to get the boy, but 
you mustn't bring the police. You must come alone." 

Old King Brady thought for a minute, and then said: 

"I shall do nothing of the sort. You people begin by 
kidnaping a boy in whom I am interested. Then you try 
other tricks which fail. You are a little too tricky. I will 
meet George only on the street." 

"I don't think he will consent to that." 

"Very well, then. Nothing doing. Go back and tell 
George so." 

The Chinaman twisted uneasily in his chair. 

"You are making a mistake, Mr. Brady." he said. 
"George has his own reasons for not wanting to show him- 
self. He can iell you things you want to know, lender 
certain conditions he is willing to give up the boy." 

"1 shall make no conditions with him except this much. 
To-night at nine T will be in front of that house where I 
iirst met him. There will be no policeman, and I will 
agree not to arrest him. He can then say his say." 

"Ill tell him," replied the Chinaman, "but T don't 
think he will consent. Tf he does come he don't want to 
Ji ml Dr. I /pa with yon, either." 

"Dr. Lee shall not be with me. I'll yield that much. Go 
tell him what I say." 

The nameless Chink then left. 

Meanwhile, Harry , in obedience io Old King Brady's 
secret sign, had slipped into the adjoining room, where 
he quickly assumed a Chinese disguise which he had been 
using in the else the Bradys had just completed. 

Thus disguised. Harry started on the trail. 

As the door closed on the ambassador from the genial 
George, Old King Brady got up and opened the door of 
the adjoining room, into which he looked to see if Ham- 
had departed, and finding that he had, he sat down and 
quietly finished his supper, after which he indulged in a 
nap, and then at about eight o'clock left the hotel. 

He went first to Dr. Lee's room, but the doctor was out. 

Some time was spent in wandering about Chinatown 



to see if he could see anything of Harry, and failing in this, 
at nine o'clock the old detective turned up at the place 
of his appointment. 

Here he waited for more than half an hour, but nothing 
was seen of George. 

Just as Old King Brady was turning away, Harry came 
up in his disguise. 

"Ha ! You at last !" exclaimed the old detective. 

"Yes." 

"He did not come." 

"So I perceive. I've been watching as well as you. 1 
hardly thought he would." 

"Let us walk. I don't care to meet him here now. He 
has been given his chance and rejected it. I am under no 
obligations to him now." 

They walked on down Dupont street, and the old de- 
tective asked Harry where his shadowing had led him. 

"First to the Jackson street joss house," replied Harry. 
"He met George in there and they remained talking to- 
gether for nearly half an hour. I didn't go near them, 
for I could not have understood what they were saying. 
After that they went to supper at a Dupont street restau- 
rant. I was there. After supper they separated. George 
went to Soo Ming's house. I watched until nearly the 
time for the appointment, and then came here. That's 
all." 

"All you could do in any case," said the old detective, 
"and now to decide on our course." 
"Did Alice return?" 
"Not up to the time I left." 

"Suppose we call up Mr. Bartlett and see if he has come 
back ?" 

The call was made accordingly, and the voice of the 
Japanese butler answered them. 

He said that Mr. Bartlett had not returned, nor had 
there been any word from him. 

"It begins to look serious," sighed Harry. "If Alice 
was in trouble she certainly would have found some way of 
communicating with us." 

"It would seem so." replied Old King Brady, "but we 
can do nothing about it now. I'm for watching in that 
room, Harry." 

"What do you expect?" 

"That these conspirators of ours are using it for a meet- 
ing place." 

" Possibly. But why not the room across the alley, since 
Soo Ming either owns the house or has it in charge?" 

"Wo will go where we saw the boy." 

"All right! You're the boss. Shall we take Dr. Lee 
with us ?" 

"Yes: if we can find him. He wasn't in half an hour 
ago. but he may only have gone out to supper. We'll get 
around there at once." 

They did so, and this time found the doctor. 

lie had heard nothing and was feeling rather discour- 
aged . 

He readily fell in with the Bradys' plans, so they all 
went around to China Alley, where Old King Brady ob- 
tained an entrance to the rooms with his skeleton key. 

They found things a* they had left them. There 'was 
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nothing to indicate that any one had been there since their 
previous visit. 

Leaving the closet door open so that they conld quickly, 
beat a retreat, the detectives and the doctor stood around 
for nearly an hour, but nothing occurred. 

The doctor was talking of life in the Hawaiian islands, 
when Harry suddenly broke in, saying: 

"Look, governor ! A light in the window of that room 
across the alley !" 

"Sure enough," said Old King Brady, and they all went 
to the window. 

The shades were drawn at the window opposite, but as 
they continued to watch they could see shadows flitting 
past them. 

One was certainly a Chinaman in native dress. They 
could see the shadow of his queue. Soo Ming wore a queue; 
Old King Brady wondered if it could be the ex-restaurant 
keeper. 

Presently the shadows on the shades ceased to be seen. 

"We ought to get over there," said Harry. "I said so 
in the first place." 

"Let us go," replied Old King Brady. "I think I will 
bring this matter to a head. We will break in on them 
and arrest whoever we find in George's company, along 
with the steward himself if he is there." 

They left the room then, locking the door behind them, 
and started downstairs. 



CHAPTEE VI. 

THE IDOL IS DISCOVERED. 

Alice found herself not a little puzzled to know how to 
handle herself with Mr. Bartlett. 

■The old man talked incessantly as he made ready to de- 
part. His talk was all on one subject, the Dream God, 
and the immense addition it would be to his collection. 

He seemed to have forgotten all about Dr. Lee and that 
the bronze idol belonged to the great temple at Hankow, 
which had possessed it, according to him, for more than 
2,000 years. ' 

Alice asked to be allowed to use the telephone. 

"For what, my dear young lady, for what?" demanded 
Mr. Bartlett. 

"I want to telephone Old King Brady and tell him where 
I am going." « 

"Very sorry, but my telephone isn't working. But I 
wouldn't bother. We'll just take a look down there and 
see what we can discover. Understand, you don't have to 
go unless you want to. I can attend to it alone. You can 
call to-morrow and see how I have made out." 

Needless to say this plan did not suit Alice at all. 

The old man seemed to want to get rid of her. She con- 
cluded not to leave him even for a moment. 

He was soon ready, and they started away on foot. 

Nothing was said to Yama as to where they were going, 
nor did the Jap exhibit any curiosity. 

They crossed "over to Jackson street and went down the 
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hill, coming at length to a large frame tenement close to 
the big Chinese joss house. 

"This is the place," said Mr. Bartlett. "I never go in 
here alone. I 'suppose I ought to take my agent with me by 
rights. I hope nobody will interfere with us. What do 
you think?" 

"It's a risk," replied Alice. "Is the cellar separately 
rented?" 

"No, it is not. To tell the truth, I haven't been in it 
since right after the fire, when the house was being over- 
hauled. But come on. We'll risk it." 

They entered, and Mr. Bartlett led the way to the cellar 
door. 

Two Chinamen passed them in the hall, but neither 
spoke, although they regarded them curiously. 

The cellar door proved to be locked. 

"Looks as if the agent didn't allow any of the tenants to 
have the use of the cellar," remarked Alice. 

"Perhaps not, perhaps not," he replied. "I don't know. 
How should I? I have never interested myself in the mat- 
ter. I simply know that I don't receive any rent for the 
cellar. We must see the agent, I suppose." 

"Is he a Chinaman?" 

"No, no! He is a real estate man on Kearney street. 
He has charge of all my property. I own a great many 
houses, and several of them are in Chinatown. I hate to 
bring him into it, however, but I see no other way." 

Alice examined the lock. 

"I have a bunch of skeleton keys with me," she said. 
"I think I can easily open that door." 

"Try it ! Try it !" he cried, and he spoke so loud and ex- 
citedly that a Chinaman came out of one of the rooms, and 
in poor English inquired what they wanted. 

"What do I want? Why, I own the house. My name 
is Bartlett," retorted the old man. 

"Mr. Miller owns the house," said the Chinaman. 

"Mr. Miller is only my agent. I am the landlord." 

"The door is open, Mr. Bartlett," said Alice. 

The Chinaman turned away without further words, and 
they descended into the cellar. 

There was nothing to be seen except an accumulation 
of old boxes and barrels. 

"We shall not accomplish anything," said Alice. "Even 
if the story I have told you is true, the idol may be buried 
anywhere in the cellar. How can we tell where to dig?" 

"Thaf s so, but let us look around a bit," said Mr. Bart-' 
lett. "I don't expect too much. Of course, somebody may 
have dug it up long ago, but — : — " 

He paused abruptly and began pulling the boxes about. 

"Upon my word, I believe he knows something which he 
is keeping to himself," thought Alice. 

The old man pulled the boxes away at several points. At 
last, as he moved one, he gave an exclamation. 

"Yes, yes ! Here it is !" he exclaimed. 

Beneath the box was a flat slab of soapstone imbedded 
in the ground, for the cellar floor was not boarded over. 

"There you are, my dear young lady ! There you are !" 
cried Mr. Bartlett, excitedly. 

"What about that?" demanded Alice, who was beginning 
to get up a little excitement on her own account. 

"Just this. I remembered seeing that stone when the 
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cellar was being overhauled, and wondered how it ever 
got there. I remembered, also, that the ground looked as 
if it had been recently disturbed, and at the time I won- 
dered why. See how things stick in one's mind. I never 
thought of it since, but when I heard that the Eleven Lan- 
terns Club, or whatever you like to call it, met in my house 
and pieced it onto your story, it all came back to me. My 
dear young lady, it wouldn't surprise me at all if the 
Dream God was now lying peacefully under that slab of 
soapstone which looks as if it might have belonged to some 
heating apparatus. I remember there was a soapstone 
warmer put in for the restaurant keeper on the top floor. 
He of the Eleven Lanterns, I sitppose. But enough of all 
this. We must find out what lies beneath that stone. 
Really, Miss Montgomery, if it does prove to be the Dream 
God, I shall hold myself under everlasting obligations to 
you." 

"But, Mr. Bartlett," said Alice, "the bronze idol be- 
longs to the Hankow temple, and we detectives are work- 
ing for its authorized agent. Don't forget that." 

"That's all right, that's all right. I will correspond 
with these people. If the idol turns up on my premises I 
certainly shall not surrender it to any such unauthorized 
person as this Dr. Lee you speak of." 

"But he is not unauthorized, Mr. Bartlett. He holds a 
special commission from the chief priest of the temple. I 
have read it. It is duly certified by the American consul 
at Hankow." 

"Is it in Chinese?" 

"Yes." 

"Do you mean to tell me that you can read Chinese?" 

"Yes."" 

"Well?" 

"Pretty well." 

"How did you ever come to learn it?" 

"I was born and brought up in China." 

"Bless me, is that so! Why, Miss Montgomery, you 
would be invaluable to me as an assistant. Come and 
work with me. I'll give you a hundred dollars a month 
and board. What do you say? The detective business is 
not fit for a woman, anyhow." 

"No, no. I couldn't think of it. But you see how the 
case stands. If the idol is found " 

"Then I keep it until I can communicate wih the Han- 
kow people. That Chinese commission would not stand 
for an instant in our California courts." 

"Upon my word, I believe this man is crazy," thought 
Alice. "What shall I ever do with him? But there is one 
comfort. ■ The Dream God is probably too heavy for him 
to lift." 

While this talk was going on, Mr. Bartlett had been 
moving about the cellar excitedly. 

"I must find something to dig with," he now said. 
"Something to pry up the stone." 

"Don't you think we better go out and get the agent to 
help us?" suggested Alice. "We can return with a pick 
and shovel, and " 

"No, no!" he cried. "No time like the present. I can 
rip off a board from one of the boxes. Perhaps I can man- 
age to pry up the stone with that. Ha ! Some one coming ! 
Not a word of our purpose, my dear young lady." 



The cellar door had opened. 

Voices could be heard whispering. Then two men ap- 
peared on the stairs. 

One was the Chinaman who had challenged them, while 
to Alice's surprise she saw that the other was Yama, Mr. 
Bartlett's butler. 

"Yama!" cried the old man. "What does this mean? 
Why have you followed me here?" 

"For two reasons," replied the Jap, insolently. "First, 
to get the Dream God, if it is actually buried here. Second, 
to get you." 

"To get me, you rascal! What do you mean?" 

"Business," replied the butler, suddenly drawing a re- 
volver, and his companion did the same. 

Alice was covered before she could make a move to de- 
fend herself. 

"Here, Sam. give me that gun," cried Yama, and taking 
the revolver, he held both Alice and Mr. Bartlett covered. 

"Now go ahead and do your work," he added, "and 
listen, you two ; the first one of you who so much as squeaks 
gets a bullet. Mind, I mean just what I say." 

"This is an outrage, Yama," began Mr. Bartlett, when 
the butler broke in with : 

" Stop it, you old fool ! Utter another word and you 
die. Same to you, Miss Detective, if you don't instantly 
throw down youi; revolver. You've got one, of course." 

There was nothing for Alice to do but to obey. 

Sam now produced strong cord and tied the hands of 
both prisoners behind them. 

This done, he thrust a handkerchief in their mouths as 
a gag. 

"That's all right," said Yama. "Now then, Bartlett, Ipt 
me explain. I've been a year in your employ, and that's 
a year too long, you crazy fool. I listened at the door while 
you talked with this } T oung woman. With the Dream God 
in nry possession I can make a bag of money. I propose to 
take my chance. Let me tell you that the Eleven Lanterns 
Club still exists. I am a member of it. It is an organiza- 
tion which is kept so secret that I doubt if a dozen people 
in San Francisco outside of its membership are aware of 
its existence. But enough for the present." 

He turned to Sam, and in Chinese ordered him to go 
for a pick and shovel, and he gave him money to purchase 
the tools. 

Alice was in despair. 

She realized that she had got herself into serious trouble. 
Mr. Bartlett's face gave plain evidence of his rage. 

Sam departed, and Yama seating himself on a box, 
rested the revolver on his knee. 

"You wonder at me suddenly turning on you, Bartlett," 
he said. "Well, let me tell you I have been meaning to do 
it this long. time. I came to your house for no other pur- 
pose than to rob you. I found it comfortable there, and 
I have been putting off the matter from time to time. You 
little guessed what sort of a man you were harboring. It 
is true that I was once a priest in a Bhuddist temple, but I 
am also a professional thief, and that is the real reason 
why I left Japan and went to China, where I lived for a 
number of years." 

Of course, Mr. Bartlett could only listen in silence, but 
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if looks could have killed, the treacherous butler would 
have fallen dead on the spot. 

At last Sam returned with a new pick and shovel. 

Yama had long ago ceased to pay any other attention to 
his prisoners than to watch them. He just sat there smok- 
ing cigarettes. 

Sam seemed to be quite under his thumb, for when he 
was ordered to get to work he meekly obeyed, and with the 
pick pried up the stone. 

It came readily enough, for the sandy soil on which San 
Francisco is built offers little resistance. 

Beneath was sand. 

Alice watched curiously. 

The cellar was not very dark, as there were two small 
windows at the rear end. 

Sam now got busy with the shovel, and the sand was 
soon disposed of and wood encountered. 

Yama now began to get excited. 

"Thank you, dear miss! Thank you!" he cried. "We 
are going to get there, I see. Bartlett, you will never add 
the Dream God to your collection, old man. Never ! Never ! 
' Work away, Sam. Clear all around the box." 

"Better get up and lock the cellar door," said Sam in 
Chinese. "The woman has a bunch of keys which will 
do it." 

Yama removed Alice's gag and asked her where the keys 
were. 

She told him, as it seemed best to keep on the good side 
of the man as far as possible. 

The door was locked, the work on Sam's part meanwhile 
proceeding. 

A box about four feet long was revealed. 

It had two rope handles attached, by means of which 
the butler and the Chinaman lifted it oiit. 

It appeared to be pretty heavy. 

Sam now seized the pick-axc and attacked the lid. 

"Careful, careful," cautioned Yama. "If you drive 
that pick through the Dream God I'll make short work of 
you, my friend." 

The cover was quickly split, and within the box a bronze 
idol was revealed, a half length representation of a pensive 
looking man. ' 1 

"That's it! That's it!" cried Yama. "That's the orig- 
inal Dream God ! I've seen it in the temple at Hankow 
many a time." 

"Thank goodness he seems to know nothing of the 
treasure," thought Alice. "If he had any knowledge of it 
he would have mentioned it, sure." 



CHAPTER VII. 

HOW GEORGE MET THE BRADYS. 

When the Bradys and Dr. Lee got down into the alley 
they saw that the light was still burning in the window 
where they had seen the shadows on the shades. 

They entered the house and stole upstairs, where they 
listened at the door of the rear room. 

Not a sound was to be heard. 



After listening for a long time they came to the conclu- 
sion that nobody could be within unless they were sleeping, 
arid the old detective cautiously tried the door. 

It was not fastened, so he ventured to open it. 

The room was unoccupied. So was the one beyond. A 
lamp burned on a table, and it showed the Bradys and 
Dt. Lee a small panel standing ajar in the wall near the 
chimney breast. 

"Same old business," said Harry. "Secret stairs. How 
the Chinks do love them." 

"Indeed yes," chuckled Dr. Lee. "No well regulated 
Chinese house is without them." 

"Not quite so bad as that, doctor," added Old King 
Brady. "Still the boy and I have seen enough of them in 
our time. But why is this panel open ? That's the ques- 
tion. Can it be a bait thrown out for our special bene- 
fit?" 

"Like enough," replied Harry, who was standing by the 
panel listening. 

"Do 1 you hear anything down there?" Old King Brady 
asked. 

"Nothing. Going to venture down?. I know you want 
to." 

He was right ; Old King Brady did want to, but still he 
scarcely dared. 

He said no then, but after waiting a long time and hear- 
ing nothing, he suggested that they sneak down the stairs 
with revolvers ready for instant use. 

Harry assented, for he also was anxious to see the mat- 
ter through. 

There was a bolt on the inside of the room door, and 
Old King Brady took the precaution to shoot it before they 
started. 

Then having carefully studied the mechanism of the 
secret spring, making sure that he could open the door from 
the inside, they started to descend. 

The stairs ran all the way down to the cellar without a 
break. No doors opened on the other floors. 

This was as the Bradys calculated it. Of course, they 
could not tell just how far down they had gone. 

The end was up against another secret panel precisely 
like the one above, which was closed. 

"We can't go any further," breathed the old detective, 
"but I tell you what we can do. You get to the station, 
Harry, and bring help. We will raid this place. The 
doctor and I will remain on guard here. If any one dares 
to show themselves we'll be good for them, I fancy. At 
least, we can hold them back." 

"Right !" replied Harry, and he was just about starting 
when the secret door was suddenly and noiselessly thrown 
open and there stood Jim Kelly and the genial George, his 
face all smiles. 

"Good-evening, gentlemen," said the steward, who was 
now in Chinese dress. 

Just then old Soo Ming stepped into view. 

The place seemed to be a sort of lodge-room. 

There were many chairs ranged around the walls, and a 
larger one stood upon a raised platform. 

"Oh, doctor! They got me!" cried Jim, who wore only 
pajamas. 
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"Have they treated you badly, Jim?" demanded the mark that. Doctor, put the boy through his paces. Let 



doctor, quickly 

"No,'.' replied the half-breed, "they have treated me all 
right, only they won't give me my clothes, and they tried to 
make me throw a fit. Once they succeeded, too." 

The Bradys and the doctor had not raised their re- 
volvers, as the two Chinamen had displayed no weapons. I 



us see what this is all about. 

Then suddenly a deep voice, proceeding from Jim, ap- 
parently, began a lot of talk in Chinese. 

The doctor answered. 

"It is Wink Fat speaking," he said at length. 
"Is it, indeed?" snapped Old King Brady, surprised 



"Well!" said Old King Brady, who had not troubled that the doctor should apparently believe such nonsense; 
himself to reply to George's salutation. j "then I wish you would ask Wink Fat as a particular favor 



"It is well that you have come," answered George. "We 
thought you probably would if we left the way open. Now- 
put up your revolvers. You have no need of them. There 
is no plot against you, no intention of doing you any harm. 
We know what you are after. When Jim was on the Dole 
he talked in his fits, and I was the only one who under- 
stood him. I know you are after the Dream God of Han- 
kow, the most valuable image in all China. We know that j minute he will try to get some one to take hold who can." 



to me if he won't speak English, which happens to be tha 
only language I understand." 

Dr. Lee said something in Chinese, and the deep voice, 
which certainly was very unlike Jim's, answered. 

Certainly the doctor appeared to take the situation seri- 
ously, for with all gravity he replied : 

He says he can't speak English, but if you will wait a 



Wink Fat's spirit gets hold of Jim in his fits, and that he 
alone can help us to find the hronze idol, as you call it. He 
won't tell us anything. If it was different you wouldn't see 
us here now." 

" You can believe that nonsense if you like, my friend," j 
said Old King Brady, dryly. "I don't. The boy's memory I 
of what happened that night while his brain was disordered . 
comes back to him when he is in one of his fits, and that's 
all there is about it. Do you give up? Are you going to 
let us take the boy without further fuss?" 

"Ye.-*; we can do nothing with him," replied the stew- 
ard. "We are alone here, my friend Soo Ming and me. 
You are three to two against us, so what could we do even 
if we wanted to? But I'll tell you something, old man. 
We now know that you are the one destined to find the 
bronze idol. Therefore 1 suggest to Wink Fat, if he is here 
now, that he gets down to business. If you choose to let 
ns in on the divide we shan't kick. We know what's inside 
the idol. Of course, you three don't intend that any of 
the treasure shall go back to Hankow." 

Jim listened with wide-open eyes. 

''What's all .this?" he cried. "What are they talking 
about, doctor? What do I say in my fits?" 

"All sorts of rubbish," replied the doctor, who was not 
a little surprised to find that the steward had not already 
enlightened the boy. 

"Wink Fat don't seem to respond," said Old. King 



This seemed too absurd. 
Old King Brady and Harry both laughed. 
The three Chinamen seemed to take it all seriously, 
however. 

All sat down now and waited in silence. At last Jim, in 
a^different voice from his own, and altogether different 
from the deep voice he had just used, said : 

"Good-evening all!" 

"Good-evening!" cried George. "Who are you?" 

"Don't you butt in," snapped Jim. "I am talking to 
Dr. Lee. Doctor, it is no matter who I am. I am the 
interpret er. , 

"Go ahead," replied the doctor. 
"1 am speaking as Wink Fat." 

"Speak any way you please," said Old King Brady. 

"And don't you butt in, either, old man," snapped Jim. 
"I am dealing only with Dr. Lee." 

"Go ahead! Go ahead!" said the doctor. "What have 
you to say?" 

"That old man will get the Dream God and all there is 
in it." 

"Good ! Will you tell now where the House of the Eleven 
lanterns is ? You have always said you didn't know be- 
fore." 

Instead of answering the question, Jim began his usual 
story. How on the night of the fire he ran into Wink Fat 
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Brady. " I fancy ho is not here 
he knows how wrong vou are in your conclusions 



lie is, 



then perhaps an d started to help him move the heavy box 



^r r j ft is scarcely necessary to give all he said, for that 



Ling. If we get the bronze idol it will be turned over to ground has practically been covered. 

Dr. Lee with all its contents. If you have any terms to j "We buried it in the cellar, that box," the boy contin- 

! ued ; "we put a piece of stone over the sand after we had 
: shoveled it in. Then the fire caught me and I died. Jim 
escaped. I want the Dream God and all there is in it to 
J go back to Hankow and to he restored to the temple. It 



make, yon must make them with him." 

The words were scarcely spoken when Jim's eyes closed 



his face began to twitch, and he fell flat on the floor, foam- 
ing slightly at the mouth. 

"There you are!" cried George. "The show begins. 
But walk in, gentlemen. No need of standing in the door- 
way. Vou are perfectly safe here." 

"Is that a straight tit, doctor?" asked Old King Brady, 
whose curiosity was fully aroused. 

"It is," replied the doctor. "1 think we may as well see 
it through." 

"We will put up our revolvers," said Old King Brad)', 
"but at the slightest sign of treachery you two get shot- 



will cost you your life if you fail in this, Dr. I^ee." 

"It shall be done," said the doctor. "That I swear. 
Now tell us where this cellar is if you can." 

"I can name no names," replied the boy, "but this I 
will tell you, it is the cellar of the house just above the 
temple of the many gods where the cash dragon hung in. 
the shop window. The old man knows." 
All looked at Old King Brady. 

"It is a fact," said the old detective. "I remember that 
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dragon make of Chinese cash strung together. I know 
just the house." 

"So me know, too," said Soo Ming, speaking for the 
first time. "By Jackson street joss house." 

"Go on. Tell us more," cried the doctor. 

There was no answer. 

The foam was running out of Jim's mouth again. 
"It's all over," said Dr. Lee. "I don't think he will 
speak again." 

"Never mindee. We findee out vat ve vant to knowee, 
so Blady!" cried Ming. "So you did no tinkee ven you 
comee askee me dlat me vant knowee slame ting mine- 
slelf." 

Just then Jim opened his eyes. 

"Do I get out of it alive again, doctor?" he wearily 
asked. 

"That's what you do, Jim," replied the doctor. 
"Oh, I'm so tired. Take me home. I want to go to 
sleep." 

But as he said it he yawned, rolled over and went to 
sleep right there on the floor, as it seemed. ' 
Was he shamming? 
Not in the least, probably. 

Doctors who have made a study of epileptics have many 
Sjtrange things of a similar character to report. 

Some have reported them, but more have not. 

Epilepsy as a disease is very little .understood. 

"Get his clothes," ordered Dr. Lee. "I'm going to take 
him away now." 

"Sure," said George, blandly, "but his clothes are not in 
this house." 

"Where then?" 

"Across the wa}'." 

"Look here, Ming, do you own that house across the 
way, too ?" Old King Brady asked. 

"Me sure do," replied the old restaurant keeper. 

"And there is a secret underground passage between 
them ?" 

"Sure. Come long. Me show you. Dlen we gettee 
clothes and takee boy away." 

"Go get the clothes. We will take the boy upstairs and 
wait for you there," said the old detective. 

The pair glanced at each other. 

It was just a quick look, but the fact that it was given 
settled the old detective. 

He resolved upon no account to follow these men. 

Dr. Lee seemed to feel the same way. 

He bent down and aroused Jim, but not without some 
difficulty, and ordered him to get up, which he did. 

"You may as well come, Mr, Brady," said George as the 
pair arose. 

"No; we go back by the way we came," persisted Old 
King Brady. 

"All right then," said George, and, opening an inner 
door, he and Soo Ming passed into what appeared to be 
the entrance to a narrow passage. 

"Let us go right upstairs and make sure that our escape 
is not cut off," said Old King Brady. "Harry, you go 
ahead. I'll follow. Look to the boy, doctor." 

They ascended to the room, and Harry unbolted the 
door. 
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But when he tried the knob it would not open. 

"What about this?" he cried. "It appears to be bolted 
on the other side." • 

Old King Brady seized the knob. 

"That's what it is," he said. "It is. secured above and 
below, but I know for a fact that there are no bolts on the 
other side. There must be bolts in the door itself con- 
trolled by a secret spring." 

As he spoke he heard a click behind him. 

Turning, they saw that the secret panel had closed. 

Quickly Old King Brady pressed the spring, which it 
will be remembered he had taken care to locate while the 
door wa3 still open. 

It refused to work. 

"The sly rascals!" exclaimed the old detective. "They 
have penned us in and mean to keep us prisoners here un- 
til they have had time to secure the treasure." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

IN A CHINESE PHISON. 

Now that the bronze idol was found, Alice hoped that 
matters might be brought to a head, so far as she and Mr. 
Bartlett were concerned, for she was heartily tired of her 
present situation. 

And so they were, but it was after a fashion anything but 
agreeable. 

Yama did not take the Dream God out of the box. He 
seemed to be perfectly satisfied with having found it, 
which confirmed Alice in her belief that he had no knowl- 
edge of the existence of the treasure. 

"Now then, Bartlett, it is all over," he said, sneeringly, 
"and you don't get the Dream God. I'm going to remove 
your gag for a minute. If you holler for help I shall shoot 
you — see ?" 

He took out the gag, and he had no sooner done so than 
the old man's eyes closed, his head dropped forward, and 
he would have fallen from the box if Sam had not caught 
him. 

"What in thunder is the matter with the old guy?" cried 
Yama in dismay. "I don't want him to die on my hands 
here." 

His command of English was certainly perfect. 

It was learned later that the man was once a steward on 
an English battleship, which probably accounted for his 
knowledge of the language. 

"Probably he has fainted," suggested Sam, whose broken 
English we shall not attempt to imitate. "It is very hot 
here and hard to breathe with that gag in the mouth." 

And, indeed, Alice could have vouched for this. 

She felt like fainting herself. 

It was only a faint, and Mr. Bartlett soon revived. 

"You villain!" he gasped. "To treat me so, and after 
all the kindness I have shown you." 

"Keep your shirt on, old man," retorted Yama. "Noir 
look here, if I take you home, will you write me a check 
for $10,000 and let it go at that ? Keep youT month shit 
about all this business ? Hey ?" 
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"Never !" he cried. 

"Verr well," said Yama. "Then I shall have to kill you 
both and bury yon right here in the cellar." 

"You wretch ! I believe you are equal to it." 

"That's what I am. Quick! Decide." 

"I have decided. I won't give up a cent. I won't even 
give you the small satisfaction of handling my check, 
which I could easily have stopped later." 

"I see there is no use talking," said Yama. "Gag him 
again, Sam. We'll get the Dream God upstairs and then 
we will decide what to do with them." 

This was done. 

Alice and Mr. Bartlett were left alone for an hour. 

It was in vain that the brave girl struggled to free her- 
self from her bonds ; she was very securely tied. 

At last the precious pair returned, and this time they 
worked in silence. 

Sam removed Alice's gag and pulled her head back, 
while the butler, in spite of her struggles, poured some 
sweet tasting liquid from a small bottle down her throat. 

Within two minutes Alice became unconscious. 

When she came to herself she was lying on a bed in a 
meanly furnished room which had but one window, and 
that a very small one up near the ceiling. 

Clearly she was in another cellar she thought, and it 
was so, but how she got there she never learned. 

A lamp burned on a table, and near it lay a sheet of 
white paper. 

After Alice had sufficiently pulled herself together to be 
able to think and act, she got up and went over to the 
table, where she found that there was writing on the paper. 

It was an ill-spelled scrawl, and ran as follows : 

"Detective: Mr. B. is in the next room. It is up to 
you to look out for him. If you do this till I can close up 
what I have undertaken, you will both be set free, and in 
the meantime no harm shall come to you. 

"Yama." 

Alice immediately went to what appeared to be the di- 
viding door, and knocked. 

"Are you in there, Mr. Bartlett?" she called. 
"Yes,'' was the faint response. 
"Can I vome in?" 

"I wish you would. I am dying, I think." 
Alice opened the door. 

The old man was in a very dirty bed. There was no 
sign of his clothes, but Alice had found herself lying fully 
dressed on the bed in the other room. 

"What is the matter with you? What makes you think 
you are dying?" she asked. 

"He drugged me same as he did you," was the reply. "I 
feel terrible." 

"Do you know where we are and how we came to be 
here?" 

"No. I know nothing about it. I suppose those wretches 
must have brought us here while we were unconscious. 
Oh, I'm so hot, Miss Montgomery. I am sure I'm going to 
die." 

She placed her hand on his forehead. 
The old man was in a high fever. 



"This is a bad business, but we must try to make the 
best of it," said Alice, and she read him Yama's note. 

"What do you suppose he means to do?" she asked. 

"Eob me of my collections, I suppose," replied Bartlett. 
"He can do it, too." 

"Does he know all about their value?" 

"Yes, indeed. Foo; that I was, I made a confident of 
him in all those matters; ho seemed so intelligent and so 
obliging." 

"It is a dangerous business trusting his sort." 
"Don't I know it now? I never should have done it." 
"But the other servants?" 

"I only keep two others, both Chinamen, and both were 
hired by him. You heard what he said about having in- 
tended to rob me this long while. Oh, I have no doubt 
that is what he is up to, the wretch. He'll sell my invalua- 
ble Oriental art objects in Chinatown. I shall never be 
able to trace them. They have cost me a small fortune, 
and I have spent years getting them together. It is a 
wicked shame." 

Alice said nothing for som£ minutes. 

She could not feel altogether sorry for this selfish old 
millionaire, for there was no question about his intentions 
in regard to the bronze idol in her mind. 

It seemed to her altogether a case of the biter being 
bit. 

The truth was Alice had taken up with a selfish old man 
who had never been any too straight in his business meth- 
ods, who was a wild enthusiast, and now in his old age was 
slightly insane. 

From such a character there had been nothing to expect 
in the first place, and less now. 

During the remainder of that night Alice found herself 
with her hands full. 

The only door opening from these two rooms into the 
main cellar, which was in Alice's room, was securely bolted 
on the outside. 

As time passe'd Mr. Bartlett's fever increased, until at 
last he went out of his head altogether, and began raving 
about the bronze idol and the loss of his treasures. 

He fancied himself in his museum struggling to keep 
Yama from entering. 

He sprang out of bed, rushed into the other room and, 
shouting for Alice to aid him, braced himself against the 
door, and this happened again and again, until at last worn 
out by his exertions he fell into a troubled sleep. 

No one came near them all night. 

The next day Sam brought fool and water, two China- 
men standing guard while they ate. 

Mr. Bartlett had now quieted down, and the fever having 
left him, his reason returned. 

Sam departed, leaving a small supply of food behind 
him. 

They saw no more of him during the day. 

Through the morning Mr. Bartlett slept, awakening in 
the early afternoon quite himself but very weak. 

"What shall we do, Miss Montgomery?" he now de- 
manded. "Can you think of no way by which we can 
escape?" 

"There is a chance," replied Alice. "I don't know just 
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what it is going to amount to, but there seems to be a 
chance." 

"What is it? Tell me, quick, for heaven's sake. I shall 
die if I remain here much longer." 

"Oh, no, you won't. You are a lot better than you were 
last night. In short, vou are getting used to the situa- 
tion." 

"But this chance of escape?" 
"I am coming to it. See this paper?" 
She held up a sheet of paper on which there was Chinese 
writing. . 

"This was thrust through the little window about half 
an hour ago," she explained. "I don't know exactly what 
it means." 

"Eead it." 

Alice read as follows : 

"Lady : I know you are a prisoner and who is with you. 
I also know why. I am going to try to help you if you are 
still there when night comes. 

, "A Fhiend." 

"Who can he be ?" cried Mr. Bartlett. 

"How can I tell ? Have you any Chinese acquaintance ?" 

"None but my servants. I have known Chinamen in the 
past, but it is many years ago. Probably all I knew are 
dead." 

"It may not be so. However, we can only await develop- 
ments. As for the rest, I have examined everything with 
the greatest care here. I see no possible chance of es- 
cape." 

The afternoon dragged heavily. 

Alice had all she could do to keep Mr. Bartlett quiet, but 
in a way she succeeded, for his wild fit did not return. 

At last daylight vanished from the little window, and as 
nothing had been seen of their jailers, Alice began to look 
forward to the coming of the "friend." 

But several hours were still to pass. Somewhere around 
ten o'clock while Mr. Bartlett was sleeping, she heard a 
low voice at the little window calling in Chinese : 
. "Lady, come ! Lady, come ! I am here \" 

Alice hurried to the window and saw a Chinaman peer- 
ing in. 

"Is everything just the same with you ?" he asked in his 
own language, and in Chinese Alice replied that there had 
been no change. 

"I know you," said the man. "You are one of the Brady 
Bureau detectives. Is it not so?" 

"Yes." 

"And the old man with you is the rich Mr. Bartlett?" 
"Yes." 

"Tell me who is holding you prisoners here?" 

"A Japanese; he is Mr. Bartlett's steward. His name 
is Yama. Can you get us out of this ? You will be well 
paid." 

"I think so. I am going to try." 

"Who are you ? How did you find us out ?" 

"No matter about those things. I can tell you nothing 
yet. Your lives are in danger. I propose to save you if I 
can, but before I do anything about it you must tell me one 
thing. Did Yama get the bronze idol known as the Dream 
tod?" 
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For an instant Alice hesitated. . 
Should she tell? 

If this man suspected the truth, then it seemed to her it 
could do no harm to confirm his suspicions. Anyway, to 
escape seemed the whole thing, so she said yes. 

The next instant she was sorry she did it, for he asked : 

"Did he open the statue? Did he get the treasure?" 
- "What treasure?" retorted Alice, quickly. "The Dream 
God is a treasure in itself." 

"Oh, you know," he answered. "Don't try to fool me, 
miss, if you expect my help." 

"Well, then, all I can say is that he did not open the 
statue. I don't believe he knows it opens if it actually 
does. I saw no treasure. I can say no more." 

"You have said enough," was the reply. "I will return 
and try to cut out this window sash, lower a rope and pull 
you through the opening. That is the best I can do." 

"Listen!" said Alice. "They took away Mr. Bartlett's 
clothes. He has only his underwear. He cannot go on 
the street so." 

"Is that it?" was the reply. "Then I must bring him 
clothes. Call him and let me see how he is built." 

"He is sleeping now. He is very nervous, and I don't 
like to disturb him. He is a tall, slim man. You can 
judge by that." 

"Very well.. Let it be so. I am going now. I shall 
return as soon as I can." 

"I wish you would tell me who you are," urged Alice. 

"It would do no good," he replied. "Enough for you 
to know that I am trying to be your friend." 

And with this the Chinaman departed, leaving Alice 
puzzled enough to guess the meaning of it all. 



CHAPTEK IX. 

WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH OLD KING BltADY ? 

"They have simply locked us in so that they can head us 
off in the search for the idol," said Old King Brady. "This 
outer door must have been fastened by some confederate. 
As for the inner door, I believe they sneaked back and 
fastened it themselves." 

"They are certainly a slick pair," sighed Dr. Lee. 
"When I saw that steward out in Honolulu it never oc- 
curred to me that he was such a man, but with my people 
one never can tell. 

"We find it so," replied Harry, "but 1 never supposed 
you Chinamen did. 

"Oh, we do, I assure you," answered the doctor. "Mr. 
Brady, this is simply disgusting. Can you think of no 
way of helping us out?" 

"Oh, yes,". replied the old detective, quietly. "I guess 
I can open up a way all right, doctor. It may be a dan- 
gerous one, though." 

"Oh, hang the danger. So long as we get out I don't 
care." 

"Oh, I am so tired," yawned Jim. "I'm almost asleep. 
If I could only get to bed." 
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"Lie down on that bed and take a nap then," said Old 
King Brady. "It may take a little time." 

Jim did so and was asleep in an instant. 

Old King Brady produced one of those handles known 
as a universal tool and, opening it up, affixed a gimlet to it. 

"We shall have to tackle the secret panel," he said. "To 
cut around those hidden bolts in the door would take for- 
ever. I am satisfied there are three of them. The spring 
of the panel I can easily cut out. Only thing is it will 
take time." 

He bored a number of holes around the place where he 
knew the spring to be located, and then fixing a saw in 
the handle, got down to real work. 

It took more than half an hour, for the panel was of 
hard, live oak, but at length the piece came out and the 
spring with it. The way to the secret stairs was now 
cleared. 

They listened, but could hear nothing. 

Arousing Jim, they descended to the secret lodge-room, 
which they found deserted. 

Using his electric flashlight to guide them, Old King 
Brady tried his hand at the panel here through which Soo 
Ming had departed, but this proved to be firmly secured on 
.the other side, too. 

"More delay," growled the old detective. "Light that 
lamp, Harry. I shall have to get on the job again," 

He went right at it and more than a second half-hour 
was consumed, Jim sleeping in a chair while the old detec- 
tice worked. 

The panel open at last, they pushed through the passage, 
coming to a room exactly .similar to the one they had left, 
except that it was not furnished. 

The only other way out of it proved to be by just such a 
secret stairs as existed in the other house. 

Here they found Jim's clothing in a closet, and the boy 
showed himself, much to his relief. 

Meanwhile, Old King Brady had discovered that this 
panel was in working order. 

They ascended to the vacant room above and passed out 
without difficulty. 

"Free at last," sighed the doctor. 

"Yes, and the enemy has had an hour's start," replied 
Hairy. 

"More," added Old King Brady. "However, it can't be 
helped. We will push ahead and learn how the ease 
stands. Tlianks to our friend. Wink Fat, we know exactly 
where to go." 

"I want to go home," grumbled Jim. "I'm tired to 
death. I don't care anything about tin's business. 1 don't 
understand it at all." 

"Go on," said Dr. Lee, and after Jim had departed he 
remarked that they had no further use for the boy, any- 
how. 

They now hurried around on Jackson street, and Old 
King Brady easily located the house where the "cash" 
dragon had formerly been displayed in the window. He 
declared that it was the same old house which had stood 
there before the tire, restored. 

Nobody appeared in the doorway or hall. They located 
the cellar door, and, finding it unlocked descended. 

They felt but little hope of accomplishing anything. 



Indeed, Old King Brady hardly expected to find any 
trace of the bronze idol, for he felt little faith in Jim's so- 
called disclosures. 

But in this he was destined to find himself mistaken, as 
we know. 

There was the hole, and near it lay the slab of soapstone. 
The pick and shovel used by Sam were not in evidence. 
That somebody had been at work here was evident, but 
this was as far as they could get. 
The doctor was in despair. 

"You see, it was all true, and those rascals have cut in 
ahead of us," he cried. 

"Don't jump at conclusions," said Old King Brady. 
"Somebody has been digging a hole here, that's evident. 
Beyond that, it is all guesswork. Ha ! Some one coming !" 

Footsteps were heard on the cellar stairs, and a China- 
man looked down upon them. 

It was Sam, as it developed afterward. 

His manner was singularly childlike and bland 

"What want?" he demanded. "Why for vou comee down 
cellar?" 

"Who dug that hole?" demanded Old King Brady, dis- 
playing his shield. 

"Hello ! You 'tlective ?" said Sam. "Boss his come 
here ; him dig hole." 

"Talk to him in Chinese, doctor," said Old. King Brady. 
"Find out just what he means." 

And then, in a minute, the doctor had it to tell that he 
meant the landlord of the house. 

What did the landlord dig the hole for? 

Sam didn't know. All he knew was that a big box had 
been taken out of the hole by the landlord and carried 
away on a wagon. 

What was the landlord's name? 

That Sam didn't know, cither, nor did he know where 
the box had been taken. The digging bad been done in the 
early afternoon, he declared, and after that they failed to 
get any further information. 

When asked about George and Soo Ming, he had nothing 
to tell. 

Dr. Lee, taking his cue from the old detective, questioned 
Sam at considerable length. 

The man declared he was a waiter out of work, and that 
he lived in the back room on the lower floor. 

At last they gave it up and went upstairs. 

Not satisfied with Sam, Old King Brady knocked on the 
door of the front room, and a white woman answered. 

Did she know anything about a box having been dug up 
in the cellar? the old detective asked. 

The woman declared that she knew something had been 
going on in the cellar in the afternoon. She had heard 
that the landlord had been cleaning it out. 

Questioned about George and Soo Ming, her reply was 
more definite. 

She had seen two Chinamen coming ivo out of the cellar 
about an hour and a half before. 
Were they empty handed? 
They certainly were. 
Again the Bradys were balked. 

And Sam stood by, listening to it all, his face more child* 
like and bland than ever. 
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They went out on Jackson street and stood talking for a 
few minutes. 

"What do you think now, Mr. Brady?" demanded the 
doctor. "Do you begin to believe in Wink Fat?" 

"No more than I did before," replied the old detective, 
"but I believe in the Dream God now, where before I was 
doubtful. The bronze idol was surely in that box." 

"We must hunt up that landlord," said Harry. 

"Yes, but it is not likely we can locate him to-night, nor 
is it probable that we could do anything in the matter if 
we did," replied the old detective. "I fear we shall be 
obliged to give it up and go our way." 

"But you will not give up altogether, I hope?" said Dr. 
Lee, anxiously. 

"Oh, no; we shall work on. We may succeed yet. If; 
what we hear is true, the discovery of the idol may have 
been mere accident. This man may not have the least idea 
that it contains a treasure. Good-night, 1 doctor. We will 
look yon up in the morning." 

After they had left the doctor, Old King Brady began to 
,jfcalk in a different strain. 

"Now, see here, Harry," he said, ''this case has taken a 
strange twist. I am satisfied that the Chink who butted in 
on us knows more than he told." 

"So am I," replied Harry. "He never once asked us why 
we were there, nor displayed the slightest curiosity. He's 
a deep one, all right." 

"That's what he is. He must be shadowed." 

"You did not even ask his name, governor." 

''Where would have been the use? He would have given 
any old name. No; we must get at it another way. In the 
morning you be on hand as early as five o'clock. Change 
your appearance slightly. No elaborate disguise is neces- 
sary, for you took no part in the conversation. Eight after 
breakfast I'll find out who this landlord is, and will look 
him up. It is all we can do. Now, let us hurry on. It is 
to be hoped that Alice has returned." 

But Alice had not returned, as we know, nor did she turn 
up in the morning. 

This altered Old King Brady's plan. 

Harry went out after Sam, as arranged, but the old de- 
tective jumped into an electric cab and was driven directly 
to Mr. Bartlett's. 

His ring was answered by Yama, who was most polite. 

"Oh, you are the party who telephoned yesterday !" he 
exclaimed, when Old King Brady inquired for Alice. "Mr. 
Bartlett has gone away. He told me that he was going to 
Los Angeles and didn't know when he would be back. He 
is giving up here for good." 

"But the lady who went out with him yesterday?" 
urged Old King Brady. 

"Really, I didn't ask him, sir," replied Yama. "He 
came in during the evening alone. I told him that you had 
called up about the lady, and all he said was 'Oh, I left her 
hours ago.' He didn't say any more, sir, and it was not my 
place to ask questions. I am only a servant here." 

When did Mr. Bartlett leave for Los Angeles?" in- 
quired the old detective," and Yama's answer was that he 
left on the midnight train. 

Balked again and greatly troubled on Alice's account, 
Old King Brady ordered the cab to take him to Jackson 
and Stockton streets, where he dismissed it. 



He now started to look up Harry, but he was nowhere 
in evidence. 

He entered Sam's house and knocked on the door of the 
Chinaman's room, but there was no response. 

Old King Brady then tackled a Chinaman who kept a 
curio store on the other side of the tenement, which was a 
double one. 

This man proved to be intelligent and spoke good Eng- 
lish. He gave the old detective the name and address of a 
real estate man on Kearney street whom, he said, was agent 
for the house. He added that he did not know who the 
landlord was. 

The next step was to look up this Mr. Miller, and then 
followed the discovery that Mr. Bartlett was the owner of 
the house. 

This stirred up Old King Brady not a little. 

"Look here, Mr. Miller," he said, having previously made 
his name and business known, "my assistant, Miss Mont- 
gomery, called on Mr. Bartlett yesterday on business. 
They went out hastily together. According to the Japan- 
ese butler, Mr. Bartlett did not return until late in the 
evening and then left for Los Angeles for an indefinite 
stay by the midnight train; as for Miss Montgomery, she 
has not been seen or heard of since." 

"What!" cried the agent. 

"It is as I tell you." 

"It can't be. Mr. Bartlett is over eighty. He would 
never dream of starting off for Los Angeles alone. Be- 
sides, he would surely have informed me. Why, he hasn't 
left San Francisco since he returned from China eight 
vears ago." 

"Is he infirm?" 

"Not exactly infirm, but he is in no shape to undertake 
a large journey alone. Besides, he is decidedly childish. 
Something all wrong here. That Jap has lied to you, Mr. 
Brady— that's all." 

"He also told me that Mr. Bartlett was giving up his 
house, and that he had been left behind to pack things up." 

"Did he, then! It looks bad. I have often warned the 
old man that he was running a great risk to live alone with 
two Chinamen and a Jap in the way he does. This must 
■be looked into at once. Suppose we call a cab and go to 
the house ? Yama knows me. He will hardly dare to lie 
to me." ^ 

"I'm willing," said the old detective, and they started 
forthwith. 

Arrived at the house, Yama again answered the bell. 

He paid no attention to Old King Brady, but cried out : 

"Oh, how are you, Mr. Miller. Mr. Bartlett was just 
sending me for you." 

"Is he at home, then?" demanded the agent. 

"Certainly. He very seldom goes out, as you know." 

"What do you mean by that sort of talk? You told me 
not half an hour ago that Mr. Bartlett started for Los 
Angeles on the midnight train," said Old King Brady, 
sternly. 

"I told you that?'* cried Yama, brazenly. ' 4 Why, I never 
saw you before in my life, sir. I don't know what 
you mean." 

"Then we will precious soon find out what you mean!" 
thundered the agent. "Stand aside! Mr. Bartlett is in 
this house, of course, and if any harm has come to him you 



THE BRADYS AND 



will get all that's coming to you ! Look out for him, Mr. 
Brady !" 

"Oh, I've got him, all right," said the old detective, who 
had drawn his revolver. 

They passed into the house, leaving the door slightly 
open, for Yama was forced ahead of them, and Old King 
Brady did not stop to close it. 

This much the chauffeur of the cab observed, but he did 
not hear what was said, nor did he see Old King Brady 
draw the revolver. 

After he had waited about ten minutes, the door was 
thrown wide open, and the butler, bare-headed, appeared at 
the top of the steps. 

Niello !" he called. "The gentlemen told me to tell you 
that they won't want the cab any longer. If you will come 
here I'll pay your fare." 

It seemed strange to the chauffeur, but as the only thing 
he was really interested in was his fare, -he came up the 
steps and Yama paid what he asked. 

The cab then departed. Yama watched until it was out 
of sight and then went inside and closed the door. 

Now what was the matter with Old King Brady and Mr. 
Miller. 

Had the wily Jap proved too many for them, in spite of 
the old detective's revolver. 

It looked that way — it did indeed ! 



CHAPTEB X. 

IS THIS THE HOUSE OF THE ELEVEN LANTERNS ? 

Harry was on hand at that Jackson street house shortly 
after five o'clock, before it was actually daylight. 

It seemed hardly possible that the man Sam had got the 
start of him, but after an hour's wait, when he had not 
made his appearance, Young King Brady began to wonder, 
and he passed through the hall into the backyard. 

Sam's room was on the ground floor in the rear, it will 
be remembered. Harry thought he might get a look into 
the room. 

It was easier even than he had anticipated. 

There were two windows to Sam's room, and behind both 
the shades were drawn, but there were many holes in the 
shades, and, seeing how the case stood, Young King Brady 
ventured to apply his eye to one of them. 

He at once saw that he had been wasting his time. 

There was a small single bed in one corner, a cook stove 
and other housekeeping arrangements, but no Sam. 

The bed was tumbled up as though it had been occupied 
the night before. Clearly the man had got on the move 
earlier than Harry. 

As there was no telling where he had gone or when he 
would return, Young King Brady resolved to give up for 
the present and go and get his breakfast. 

He decided that it should be a Chinese breakfast, 
for Harry is very fond of Chinese cooking, as most people 
are who know it. 

The restaurant on Dupont street which he had in mind 
was not yet open when he reached it, so Harry went around 
into Pacific street, with the idea of calling on Dr. Lee and 
inviting him to join him. 

He found the doctor just getting up. 
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"Why, sure, I shall be glad to go to breakfast with you," 
he said. "What's new? Anything?" 

"Nothing, except that our Miss Montgomery has been 
gone since yesterday, and we are worried enough about her, 
I can assure you." 

"Is that so? What are you doing about it?" 

"Old King Brady is going to look for her. My orders 
were to shadow that fellow we saw last night, but I 
haven't been able to locate him yet. I am hoping it will 
turn out all right. Miss Montgomery is well able to take 
care of herself. How is Jim ?" 

"Asleep, I guess. I haven't seen him this morning," re- 
plied the doctor, putting on his Chinese blouse, for he was 
sticking to his native costume. 

"Do we have to take him with us?" 

"Not at all. He'll take care of himself." 

"Any more fits?" 

"No. I'll just look in on him." 

He opened the door of an inner room and exclaimed : 

"Upon my word, he's in a fit now !" 

The boy lay on his back with his arms twisted out from 
under the covers and eyes closed. 

There was foam about his mouth and his hands were 
clenched. 

Harry looked in. 

"Does he often have them in his sleep?" he asked. 
"Never knew him to before," replied the doctor. "I'm 
afraid he will become incurable if this keeps on." 
"Speak to him." 

The doctor, said something in Chinese. 
Immediately Jim answered in the gruff voice which was 
supposed to represent Wink Fat, 

1 They held a brief conversation, during which the doctor 
seemed to grow excited. 

Suddenly he drew back and shut the door. 
"What is it ?" demanded Harry. 

He says it is not the way you think. People he don't 
know have got the Dream God, but that you will get it to- 
night." 

"Does he, then? That's good news, if his honor can be 
believed." 

"I believe him." 

"I neither believe nor disbelieve. But what about 
George and Soo Ming?" 

"He says they did not get the Dream God. It was gone 
when they got to the cellar." 

"I can believe that. Couldn't you get any clew to who 
these people are ?" 

"No. He said he was trying to find out." 

"Humph! It is to be hoped that he may meet with 
success then. Shall we go to breakfast ?" 

Dr. Lee assented and they went around on Dupont street 
where they found the restaurant open. 

Harry had the doctor order the best Chinese breakfast 
the place could supply, and while they were waiting for it, 
he tried to cheer himself up by talking anything but 
business. 

The doctor, however, seemed rather glum. 

"What's the matter?" Harry asked. 

"Oh, nothing," was the reply. 

"But there is. Out with it. More of Jim's talk? 

"Yes, if you will have it." 
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"What?" 

"He said that to-day I should be in great peril, and that 
to-night I should probably die." 

"Pshaw! Why do you let the ravings of an epileptic, 
worry you, doctor?" I 

"Well, I mustn't, I suppose," sighed the doctor. "But I j 
don't view these matters as you do, nor would you if you \ 
had practiced medicine among people of my race. But 
enough of this. Here comes the breakfast. One thing you ! 
must admit, however. The Dream God actually was in 
that cellar." , ; 

"We have yet to prove it," retorted Harry. "We know 
nothing," 

The coming of two Chinamen to the . next table cut 
further conversation on the subject out. 

While breakfast proceeded, Dr. Lee suddenly cut a re- 
mark Harry was making short by whispering : 

"Hush ! I want to listen to what those fellows are 
saying." 

Then, after a little, he added in a still lower whisper : 
"They are talking about the Dream God." 
"No !" breathed Harry. 

"As true as you live. They have seen it. According to \ 
them it was brought into the House of the Eleven Lanterns 
last night. They are rejoicing over it. They think it is 
going to bring great good luck to the club." 

*Can they be the ones who unearthed it ?" 

"From what they say I am sure they are not." 

"You better listen." 

"No need. They are talking of something else now." 

"We must shadow them, or rather, I must. We want to 
find out where this club now meets." 

"It will be no use to shadow them. They are both going 
to San J ose by the next train. They expect to return this 
evening, however, and are to have .supper here at nine 
o'clock. We must be on hand and take up our shadowing 
then." 

"That's the talk. This is business." 

"Yes, and now what do you think of Jim's prophecy, as 
vou would say? Don't it look as if we might win out to- 
night?" 

To humor him Harry assented. 

Shortly afterward the two Chinamen left. 

Harry and the doctor were not long behind them. 

They went around on Jackson street to see if there was 
anything doing in Sam's case. 

They just missed Old King Brady on his first visit. 

Sam's shades were still down. 

It looked like a hopeless case, so Harry started back to 
the hotel, leaving the doctor to go where he pleased. 

The understanding was that they should meet at the 
doctor's rooms not later than half -past eight. 

Of course, Harry found no news awaiting him and he 
again returned to Chinatown. 

He looked in at the house where they had been im- 
prisoned the night before. 

The door of that backroom was still fastened, but it 
yielded when Harry, after listening and hearing nothing, 
ventured to use his skeleton key. The secret bolts had evi- 
dently been withdrawn. 

There was nobody inside, and the panel remained in the 
same condition as they had left it. 



Harry pulled right out and again went after Sam. 
Still it was the sa^me. 

He waited awhile and then pulled out, determined to 
make an attempt to locate the Eleven Lanterns' club, 
although he felt little hope of success. 

Up and down Chinatown Harry went, in and out every- 
where, until at length he turned into a court which runs 
in from Sacramento street to the rear. 

Harry was determined to omit nothing, so he passed 
along this court and found that it led into a back- 
yard, where there were three pig ovens under a shed. 

Two Chinamen were tending the ovens, which were a 
sort or round brick pots in which pigs are roasted whole. 

One of the men was in the act of raising the lid just as 
Harry came up, and the odor of roast pork streamed forth. 

"Good! Most done," the young fellow exclaimed in 
English. 

Just before the oven was a low doorway. Over it hung a 
paper lantern upon which was a Chinese character. 

Now one of the few things in the line of Chinese which 
Harry had been able to learn from Alice are the signs 
which indicate the figures. 

This sign he at once recognized as the one meaning 
eleven. 

Harry moved on. 

There was an alley at the end of the court leading to the 
next street and he walked slowly through it, thinking. 
What could that number mean? 

Surely not the number of that house, for it fronted on 
Sacramento street. There was no other door opening on 
the court so far as he could see. 

Could it be that this was the sign of the Eleven Lanterns' 
club? 

The idea seized firm hold of Harry. 

He turned back and went on to the pig ovens. 

The lids were closed over and the two men had departed. 
There was no one in sight and Harry shot in through that 
open door, resolved to investigate further. 

He expected to find stairs leading to rooms overhead, but 
there were none. Instead, there was a long, narrow hall. ^ 

This, being followed, took two turns in the queerest 
fashion. Then it came to an abrupt end before a closed 
door, on which was the same Chinese character — eleven. 

Harry bent down and listened at the keyhole, but could 
not hear a sound. 

He tried the door and found it fast. 

With some notion of using his skeleton keys, he exam- 
ined the lock. 

There was nothing doing. It was a Yale lock. Here his 
skeleton would be of no avail. 

He was just turning away when he heard footsteps com- 
ing along the winding passage. 

Young King Brady advanced boldly and found himself 
face to face with the man Sam. 

The Chinaman eyed him suspiciously as they passed 
each other, but it seemed evident to Harry that he did not 
recognize him nor was there any reason why he should have 
done so, for Harry was quite differently dressed from what 
he had been th'e night before. 

Harry passed on to the pig ovens. 

For over an hour Harry hovered around that court, but 
Sam did^ not reappear. 
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It seemed foolish to wait any longer for there might he a 
dozen ways of getting out from behind that door beside 
through the door itself. 

Giving up at last once more Harry went to the Palace 
Hotel. 

No word from Alice — none from Old King Brady, which, 
as it was now getting on towards noon, seemed strange, 
i Harry could stand it no longer. 

Deeply in love with Alice and practically engaged to her 
he resolved to get busy at once. 

He determined to see if he could not find Old King 
Brady and hearing that the old detective intended among 
other things to look up the landlord of the Jackson street 
house, Harry started to do this himself, feeling that per- 
haps he could get on his trail that way. 

And in this he was so far successful as to obtain Mr. 
Miller's name and number and he then presented himself 
i at the Kearney street real estate office. 
! A civil spoken old gentleman met him and when Harry 
presented his card he said : 

"Why Old King Brady was here himself this morning. 
He went away with Mr. Miller." 

"Indeed !" said Harry. "Do you know where they 
went ?" 

"Why yes; to Mr. Bartlett's on California street. Old 
King Brady told Mr. Miller things which worried him 
about Mr. Bartlett's safety." 

"Is Mr. Bartlett the owner of No. Jackson street?" 

inquired Harry, quickly. 

"He is," was the reply, and then the whole story of Old 
King Brady's call came out. 

"How long ago was this?" asked Harry. 

"Several hours," was the reply. "I can't understand 
why they have not returned." 

Neither could Harry and he resolved to take in Mr. 
Bartlett's without au instant's delay. 



CHAPTER XI. 
vaiia's little game foiled. 

Old King Brady and Mr. Miller were having troubles of 
their own in Mr. Bartlett's house. 

That slick proposition Yama knew the house and they 
did not, although Mr. Miller, had he been asked, would 
have claimed to know all about it. 

They started up stairs and Yama let them go. 

These stairs were peculiarly arranged at the top. 

Instead of au open line of banisters there was a parti- 
tion. 

Thus the stairs were boxed in and the only opening was 
immediately at their head. 

Mr. Miller knew this, but he had never known that there 
was a secret door here made of thin steel. 

This was oue of Mr. Bartlett's many precautions to 
guard his art treasures. He was accustomed to close this 
door every night and it was closed now. 

Old King Brady and Mr. Miller thus found further ad- 
vance cut off. 

Yama, who had followed them part way up the stairs, 
stood grinning maliciously as they turned around. 
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"What is this?" cried Mr. Miller. "I never knew there 
was a door here." 

He tried to open it but it resisted his efforts. 

"Yes," said Yama; "that door is there. It is locked, 
too." 

"Open it at once !" cried the agent. 

"Excuse me, Mr. Miller, but I can't." 

"How long has this door been here?" 

"It was here when I came to work for Mr. Bartlett; 
that's all I know. When the boss wants to be alone he 
closes the door. I never disturb him then; that's the rule 
of the house." 

"Is there no way of reaching him? No speaking tube? 
No bell?" 

"No, sir; the only way is to go up the back stairs, and 
he won't like it if he is disturbed." 

"We must follow this business up, Mr. Miller," said 
Old King Brady. 

"Sure thing," said the agent. "I was never up the ba£k 
stairs. Where are they, Yama ? Show them to me at 
once. " 

"All right, if you want to take the responsibility, follow 
me," said the Jap. 

He led them to the end of the main hall and opening 
what appeared to be a closet door the back stairs were 
exhibited. 

Old King Brady and Mr. Miller started right up. 

As they did so they heard Yama call out something in a 
foreign language, but whether it was Chinese or Japanese 
they could not tell. 

They had proceeded about half way up the stairs when 
the whole flight suddenly closed up like a fan and they 
promptly slid to the bottom amidst the loud ringing of an 
electric bell. 

They had hit another of Mr. Bartlett's protective schemes 
against burglars. 

The deluded man had little dreamed that all the time 
he had a burglar under his own roof in the person of his 
butler. 

The old detective aud Mr. Miller landed in a heap at the 
foot of the stairs. ■■ 

Instantly Yama had them covered with a cocked re- 
volver. 

Two Chinamen now appeared on the scene and one of 
them drew a revolver also. 

"Move and you are dead ones," hissed the Jap. "You 
will come butting in where you ain't wanted? Take the 
consequences then. Give up your revolver, you detective. 
You've got one, of course. Mind how you handle it now 

There seemed nothing for it but to give up and Old 
King Brady did so. 

He could have tried to better his condition as he drew 
out the revolver, but Yama held his own weapon pressed 
against his head. 

More talk with the two Chinamen followed. 

The result of it was that Old King Brady and Mr. 
Miller were bound hand and foot, carried down into the 
cellar and locked in a wine room. 

The real estate man was furious. 

"This is simply disgusting," he declared. "It makes me 
tired to think of it. Mr. Brady, can nothing be done ?" 
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"I know of nothing," said Old King Brady. "I can't 
free my hands. Perhaps you can." 

"Indeed I can't. But right here I fear for Mr. Bartlett's 
safety. I begin to think that villain of a Jap has mur- 
dered him." 

"I wouldn't wonder. My anxiety for our Miss Mont- 
gomery is just as great. Is there much valuable stuff in 
this house?" 

"Is there ? Well I should say there was ! Mr. Bartlett 
has a regular museum upstairs. His is one of the most 
valuable collections of Oriental art objects in America." 

"Does this Jap know its value?" 

"Of course he does. Mr. Bartlett has made a great con- 
fidant of him. An immense mistake. I have warned him 
again and again." 

Old King Brady was distinctly puzzled. 

He could believe that Yama meant to rob his employer 
and perhaps had murdered him, but he could not under- 
stand how Alice could have become involved in the matter. 

He. was not enlightened' either as the hours passed, for 
no one came near them. 

Meanwhile they could hear a good deal of stir upstairs. 

It seemed as if heavy objects were being moved about. 

Later they heard some sort of electric vehicle come up 
to the house and stop. 

From the sounds which followed it seemed as if things 
were being carried out of the house which were difficult to 
move on account of their weight. 

At last the electric truck, or whatever it was, went away 
and everything quieted down. 

No one came near them. 

Prisoners they were and prisoners they seemed likely to 
remain. 

Such was Old King Brady's situation when Harry 
started in to look him up. 

As soon as he heard what Mr. Miller's assistant had to 
say Young King Brady at once started for Mr. Bartlett's. 

It was perhaps two o'clock when he reached the house. 

An electric truck stood at the door and two men were 
loading some packing cases on it. 

The door was open and a Japanese stood at the head of 
the steps. 

Now it must be remembered that Harry had not the 
slightest reason to suspect the treacherous Jap, except from 
what he had heard at Mr. Miller's office, but this was 
enough to put him fully on his guard. 

He ascended the steps and inquired for Mr. Bartlett. 

"He is not here. He has gone to New York," said 
Yama. 

"How is that?" 

"Sir, I cannot tell you. I am only Mr. Bartlett's con- 
fidential secretary. He does not tell me all his business 
either. What is it you wish to see him about ?" 

"Do you know Mr. Miller?" asked Harry abruptly. 

"Certainly. He is Mr. Bartlett's agent." 

"Did he call here to-day with another gentleman ?" 

"No; I have not seen Mr. Miller in a month," replied 
Yama with such perfect assurance that almost anyone 
would have been deceived, but Harry's suspicions fur- 
ther aroused by seeing the things being moved out he took 
a different view. 

"Moving out here?" he asked casually. 



"I don't know what right you have to ask that question, 
but I will answer it," returned Yama becoming still more 
insolent in his manner. "No, we are not moving out ; Mr. 
Bartlett will spend some months in New York. I am 
putting some of his things in a storage warehouse. Now 
are you satisfied ? Will you state your name and business ? 
I have no time to answer any more questions." 

He had overstepped the mark. 

Harry's suspicions were more thoroughly aroused. 

Two men were bringing a heavy case downstairs. They 
looked like honest fellows and Americans. 

Harry on the spur of the moment called out: 

"Look here, you two, I am an officer. By whose orders 
are these things being moved ?" 

The men had now reached the foot of the stairs and they 
dropped the case. 

Harry displayed his shield. 

"That's the man who hired us," one said, pointing to the 
'Jap. 

"There's something wrong here," continued Harry. "I 
believe this Jap is robbing his employer. He may have 
murdered him for all I know." 

Yama was furious. 

He began to bluff, but Harry cut him short. 

"I am going to search this house," he said. "You two 
fellows help me and you will be well paid for your trouble." 

"Don't you dare!" cried Yama. "If you do I'll report 
you to your boss. Put that case on the truck." 

But Harry had the big end of the stick as it happened, 
for the suspicions of these truckmen that everything was 
not right had been aroused for the reason that they had 
already taken one load to a certain house in Chinatown. 

"Say, I'm glad you butted in," exclaimed one. "I was 
beginning to feel doubtful myself, seeing nobody but this 
Jap. We are taking this stuff to a Chiok'B house on Clay 
street." 

Yama started out the door. 

"Don't you stir a step !" cried Harry, drawing his re- 
volver with a suddenness which took the fellow all aback. 
"I may be all wrong, but I don't think so. Lead the way. 
I'm going to search the house. Follow me, boys. There is 
something all wrong here." 

Yama subsided then. 

Not another word did he utter. 

They went all over the house. 

Harry was impressed by the immense collection of books 
and art objects on the floor above. 

Here two Chinamen were packing up the. images. They 
claimed to speak no English, so nothing could be learned 
from them. 

It was all in vain to question Yama. He simply would 
not reply except to say that this was an outrage, and Harry 
would be made to pay for it. 

And now only the cellar remained to be searched. 

As soon, as Harry opened the door, Yama turned and, 
bounding through the hall, dashed up the stairs. 

"After him!" cried Harry, and all' ran. 

It was no use, though. 

The Jap was out of the door like a flash, and he ran off 
j bareheaded down California street with such speed that 
[ Harry saw that it meant a long chase, so he pulled back. 
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"He's a crook, all right," said one of the men. "Can 
he have murdered his boss then ?" 

"We have the cellar to examine yet," replied Harry. 
"That may settle the question. Come on." 

They went, and that was the time that relief came to 
Old King Brady and Mr. Miller. 

"Here I am, boy!" cried the old detective as Harry 
opened the door of the wine room. Caught napping again. 
I need a guardian. I'm getting too old for my business." 

"What about Alice?" demanded Harry. 

But on this point, much to his disgust, Old King Brady 
had nothing to tell. 



CHAPTER XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

We left Alice waiting for the return- of her mysterious 
"friend." 

Soon she heard a stir at the little window, and she went 
to see what it meant. 

"I am here, lady," said the same voice in Chinese. "I 
ar# going to cut out the sash now." 

Mr. Bartlett was awake now, and he came forward. 

"Is he going to set us free?" he asked. 

"He says so," replied Alice. "You see what he is 
doing?" 

"Has he brought me clothes?" 

"I hope so. I can't get much out of the man. That's 
the way with some Chinese." 

The casing was soon removed. 

The Chinaman now let down a rope. 

"Pass this under your arms and make fast, lady," he 
said. "I will draw you up." 

"But what about Mr. Bartlett?" demanded Alice. 

"You come first," was the reply. 

"You were soins' to bring clothes to him. Pass them 
down." 

This was all said in English. Now the man shifted to 
Chinese. 

"Listen!" he said; "it must be my way or none. I 
can't take Mr. Bartlett out just now — only you." 

"And do you think I will go alone with you? Never! 
I don't know you. I don't propose to put myself in a 
worse position than I am in now." 

"'Listen!" he persisted. "T am all right. The Braciys 
know me. They sent me here. Come with me and we will 
get the Dream Cod. It is written that one of your firm 
shall get it to-night." 

"Give me some token that the Bradys sent you here." 

"Here's my token," he cried, suddenly covering Alice 
with a revolver. "Obey me or I fire ! Move in any way ex- 
cept to tie that rope under your arms and I shoot you 
dead !" 

"You're a fine friend," said Alice, folding her arms. "I 

shall not leave this place with you. Shoot me if you dare !" 
****** 

The escape of Yama kept the Bradys all in the dark. 
They left Mr. Bartlett's house in charge of Mr. Miller 
and his assistant. 



Harry had hopes that something might be learned from 
the two Chinamen, but they could not be found when the 
detectives went to look for them. 

A raid on the room behind the door marked eleven was 
suggested by Harry, but Old King Brady thought differ- 
ently. 

"You see it is like this," he said. "We will admit that 
the bronze idol is there; that this is the club-room of the 
Eleven Lanterns, but chances are the idol is hidden, and 
we may run into further trouble. Now what I suggest is 
that we follow up your clew obtained at the Testaurant. 
We will be on hand when those two Chinamen meet. If 
they are to visit the club to-night we will simply follow 
them up and let police enough to make the raid effectual 
follow us. At night, with the club in session, the Dream 
God will probably be on exhibition. What do you say ?" 

"Let it stand so, then," said Harry. "Your way is usu- 
ally the best, but all this don't help us out about Alice 
a bit." 

Evening came, and Old King Brady and Harry kept the 
appointment the latter had made with Dr. Lee. 

All three went to supper at the Chinese restaurant at 
nine. The two Chinamen from San Jose had not put in 
an appearance, but a little later they came. 

The Bradys were now about through supper. 

Harry slipped out and met his friend, the wardman, 
who, by previous arrangement, had been watching on the 
outside. " 

He took him inside the restaurant and pointed out the 
two Chinamen. 

He had already explained their purpose, and the ward- 
man now promised to be ready with several policemen to 
trail after them when the men started away. 

This happened shortly after ten. 

The Braciys and Dr. Lee followed them up. 

To their disappointment there was nothing in it. 

Evidently the pair must have changed their minds, for 
they quickly separated. One went into a Dupont street 
store, where he seemed to belong, from the way he acted. 

Old King Brady watched there on the outside, while 
Harry and the doctor followed the other until they saw 
him take a Market street car bound for Hays Valley. 

Clearly there was nothing doing. 

The wardman and the police had remained with Old 
King Brady. Harry and the doctor now joined them, and 
a consultation was held. 

"There is nothing to be done but to make a descent on 
that place of yours, Harry," said the old detective. "I 
see no other way." 

"Suppose I venture there alone?" suggested the doctor. 
"I can knock at the door. Somebody will open it. I will 
get a sight of the interior anyway. I can pretend to be in- 
quiring for some one. You two can be just behind me, and 
if I go in you can follow." 

"I don't know but that is as good a way as any if you are 
not afraid," said the old detective. "Try it, anyhow." 

They proceeded to the court and entered the winding 
passage. 

The doctor went ahead. The Bradys followed at a little 
distance; the wardman and his officers kept themselves 
*till further in the rear. 



26 



THE BRADYS AND THE BRONZE IDOL. 



Reaching the door, Dr. Lee, who was in Chinese dress, 
boldly knocked. 

The Bradys, who stood just around a turn in the pas- 
sage, where by craning their necks they could catch a 
glimpse of the door, heard a gruff voice reply in Chinese, 
and then the door was opened by a Chinaman in native 
dress. 

"Sam!" breathed Harry. "The doctor is going in." 
He went in with a vengeance ! 

Scarcely had he put his foot across the threshold when 
Sam, with a cry of rage, grappled with him. 

The Bradys pressed forward. 

Now they could see the interior of the room. 

The only object in evidence was a bronze idol resting 
upon a pedestal. 

Sam and the doctor were going for each other for all 
they were worth, although the doctor was merely doing his 
best to defend himself. 

The fierce struggle between the two Chinamen before 
the bronze idol had an unexpected termination. 

As they rolled on the floor a trap-door dropped. Down 
they went in spite of the efforts of the Bradys to prevent. 

At the same instant a scream rang out from below in a 
woman's voice. 

"Alice!" shouted Harry. 

And Alice it was. 

At the instant she uttered her bold defiance, the ceiling 
above her suddenly fell, and down came two Chinamen 
loqjked in each other's arms. 

And this was at the same instant chosen by the China- 
man at the window to make good his threat, for he fired 
at Alice, and the ball entered the back of Dr. Lee. 

Jim's prediction was fulfilled. 

Harry looked down the trap and saw Alice and Mr. Bart- 
lett. Sam sprang to his feet. The doctor lay groaning on 
the floor. 

Harry leaped down through the trap and had Sam cov- 
ered before he could pull himself together. 

"Get the fellow who fired that shot, Mr. Brady!" cried 
Alice; "it was intended for me." 

"Handcuff that man, Harry. I'll hold him covered!" 
•houted the old detective. 

Then the wardman and some of his officers came tum- 
bling in. Two had been left in the court by the pig ovens 
to guard the door. 

They heard the shot and the loud talk. Running into 
the shed where the ovens were, they came upon a China- 
man with a revolver coming through a door at the back, 
and called him on general principles. The revolver was 
taken from him, and he was dragged into the presence of 
the wardman and Old King Brady, who instantly recog- 
nized the genial George, steward of the J. H. Dole. 

And thus ended the hunt for the bronze idol. 

This place was, indeed, the meeting room of the Eleven 
Lanterns Club. 

As the Bradys learned later, it had been the intention to 
hold a meeting that night, but for certain reasons it was 
postponed. There was no one in the club-room but Sam. 

As for George, he knew nothing of the club, and had no 
idea that he was so near' the idol. By accident he learned 
that Alice and Mr. Bartlett had been taken to that cellar. 



Firm in his belief that Wink Fat's prediction would 
come true, and that the Dream God would be found by the 
Bradj-s that night, he determined to capture Alice and 
hide her away so that he could make terms with the de- 
tectives and so get something for all the. bother he had 
been at. This he confessed when he was taken before the 
examining magistrate next day, charged with shooting 
Dr. Lee, for which he landed in San Quentin. 

Alice and Mr. Bartlett were speedily taken out of their 
prison, and the explanations which followed made all 
plain. 

Finding that Dr. Lee was seriously wounded, an ambu- 
lance was called and he was taken to a hospital, where he 
hovered for a week between life and death. It was three 
months before he finally recovered. 

The Dream God the Bradys took away with them in a 
cab and landed.it safely at the Palace Hotel, Mr. Bartlett 
going with them. 

Here Old King Brady undertook to open the image, and 
at length su'cceeded. 

Stones of all colors were indeed contained inside the 
Dream God, but all were false, mere glass imitations, but 
very skilfully made. 

Had the real treasure been removed years before by the 
wily priests of the great temple at Hankow ? 

Harry suggested trying to find out through Jim, but 
there the Bradys were balked, for when they went to look 
for the boy he had vanished, leaving behind him a note for 
Dr. Lee, saying that he was tired of it all and was going 
to Seattle. The Bradys never heard of him again. 

Mr. Bartlett asked the Bradys to take up his case and 
try to recover his goods, but they declined, and other de- 
tectives undertook the work. 

Some of the art objects were recovered, but not nearly 
all. Yama was never caught. It was supposed that he 
managed somehow to get away with the stuff. 

The Bradys deposited the bronze idol in a safe deposit 
vault taken in the name of Dr. Lee, and went back to New 
York. 

A year later they received a letter in Chinese from the 
temple priests at Hankow, thanking them for their work 
and stating that the doctor had returned the idol. No 
mention was made of the glass "gems" one way or the 
other, but they must have been satisfied, for the letter en- 
closed a draft for $500, which was all the Bradys ever got 
out of the case. 

Next week's issue will contain "THE BRADY'S \NJ) 
THE SALES GIRL; OR, A SIX DAYS' S MARCH I.N 
THE SLUMS." 
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A FIGHT FOR FEEEDOM. 



By Horace Appleton. 



Exiled to the Siberian mines! 

The sentence had fallen like a thunderbolt upon my 
senses, and I had not recovered from the stunning effect 
which the words had produced when I found myself on 
the way to my living tomb, a prisoner for life. 

Even after I had fairly awakened to the reality of my 
position I could scarcely understand why I, Ivan Cardo- 
witz, had received that sentence. I was nineteen years 
of age, with neither parents nor guardian to restrain my 
liberty; I. was possessed of a large fortune, and had not, 
knowingly, an enemy in the world. And yet, as my brain 
gradually recalled the events of the last few, days, 'which 
had been scarcely heeded at the time, I thought I under- 
stood better why it was that I was a prisoner, and whom 
I had to thank for it. 

1 had always felt deep sympathy for the downtrodden 
classes in Bussia, and on several occasions had expressed 
my opinions on the subject with more freedom than pru- 
dence. It was because of these utterances that I had been 
denounced and sentenced — the charge being that I was 
a Nihilist. 

I was convinced that my accuser, a man of notoriously 
bad character, but one who managed to keep in favor at 
the court, hoped to obtain my fortune after it was con- 
fiscated, as a reward for the zeal which he had displayed 
in my conviction. 

But in the meantime I was being hurried along toward 
the land whose very name struck a deadly chill to the 
heart of a Russian, and I racked my brains in vain for 
a means of escape. 

On the following day, however, something occurred to 
give me a faint gleam of hope. Among the guards I rec- 
ognized one who had been for years a retainer in our fam- 
ily. Even as I recognized him, he caW up to me, and, 
-unobserved, slipped a paper into my hand. 

From it I learned that it would be possible for him to 
assist me to escape aftes nightfall, if I would carefully 
follow his directions. 

Overjoyed at the prospect of escape, it is needless to 
eay that I did as he had directed me, with the gratifying 
xesult that the following morning found me once more 
a free man. 

It was my purpose, if possible, to reach the estate of 
my uncle, who, as nearly as I could judge from my limited 
knowledge of the region in- which I found myself, lived 
from one to two hundred miles to the southwest. 

It was a long journey to undertake on foot in bitter 
cold weather, and with, the fear of pursuit haunting me 
at every turn, but there was no help for it, and I set 
Forth courageously, withdrawing myself, from observation 
as much as possible, and disguising myself partially with 
some clothing which I had obtained from a peasant to 
whom I had applied for lodging one night. 

Whether my escape was not discovered in time to ren- 
3er any pursuit successful, or whether that pursuit was 
carried on in the wrong direction, I had no means of 
snowing, but I had reached a point about twenty miles 



distant from my destination without having been molested 
in any way, and my heart beat high with gratitude for 
the safety which was so near at hand. 

The remainder of my journey was perfectly familiar to 
me, for I had passed many months of my boyhood upon 
my uncle's estate, and knew the surrounding country well. 
Just at dusk I came to the cottage of a peasant with whom 
I had often exchanged a friendly word in the old days, 
and believing that he would be willing to befriend me, 
I went up to the door and knocked vigorously. 

The snow was beginning to fall, and as I stood wait- 
ing for a response to my knock I shook the white flakes 
from my shoulders and arms, mentally congratulating my- 
self that 1 had found a shelter from the terrific night 
which was at hand. 

After a considerable lapse of time the door was cau- 
tiously opened, and the old peasant put his head out and 
peered at me from beneath the fur cap which he wore 
night and day. 

"Can you give me a lodging for the night?" I began, 
but before I could say more he had slowly shaken his 
head, and was shutting the door. He had not recognized 
me in the dim light and in the nondescript dress which 
I wore. 

"Stay!" I said hastily, putting my foot upon the door- 
sill. "You surely will not turn me away on such a night 
as this?" 

He looked out upon the drifting snow, and appeared to 
hesitate for a moment, but then, shaking his head once 
more, he again attempted to shut the door. 

"Wait!" I said, putting my hand upon his arm. "Do 
you not remember Ivan Cardowitz?" 

A light of recognition flashed into his withered old face, 
and he made as if he would have opened the door wide to 
me; but some sudden recollection seemed to check him, 
and he stood undecided, holding the half-shut door. 

At length he muttered "Wait," and going within, he 
closed the door leaving me upon the doorstep, in the midst 
of the heavily falling snow." 

He was gone a long time, so long that my patience was 
almost exhausted before the low murmur of voices from 
within ceased, and he once more opened the door. 

"Enter," he said, and without more ado I stepped into 
the hut, where the sight which greeted my eyes made me 
pause in wonder. 

Upon a low cot in the corner lay a man whose livid 
features and heavy breathing told me that he had not 
long to live; and bending over him, with a face full of 
anxiety, was one of the most beautiful girls whom I had 
ever seen. As I entered the room she raised her dark, 
violet-gray eyes to mine, and after looking searchingly at 
me for a moment a visible expression of relief passed 
over her gentle yet spirited face, and with a half smile and 
bow she turned once more to her patient, while I followed 
the old peasant into the only other room which the house 
afforded, where I did ample justice to the bountiful but 
simple supper which was set before me. 

I had just risen from my chair when the young girl ap- 
peared upon the threshold. 

"Sir, my servant, who is lying in the next room very ill, 
wishes me to ask you if you will do him the favor to grant 
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him an interview. And I entreat you not,% allow him to 
excite himself, for he is in no condition to hear it." . ' :" 

Following her through the low doorway, I saw her once 
more bending over the sick man, and the look upon his 
white, drawn face told me, inexperienced lad though I 
was, that his hours were numbered. 

As he caught sight of me, he said: "Go, now, my lady, 
and leave me to speak with the gentleman." 

Seating myself by the side of the dying man, I asked: 
"Did you wish to speak to me?" 

"Yes," he said. "Heaven has sent you to help us in our 
extremity, and I only pray that my strength may hold 
out to tell you what you must know." 

He spoke slowly, with frequent pauses for breath, but 
his voice was clear and distinct, and I listened attentively. 

"She who has just left us, the Lady Irma, is sole heiress 
of one of the largest estates in Russia. I have been a 
servant in her family all my life, and love her with a 
Teverent devotion which makes it easy even to die for her. 
She has no family, and her guardian, an ardent politician, 
has recently urged upon her,-for reasons of state, a mar- 
riage with a man who is in every ppssible way repulsive 
to her, a man toward whom she could never feel anything 
but loathing. 

"Her guardian, for motives of his own, has fully deter- 
mined upon this union which is so abhorrent to her, and 
after an unusually stormy interview with him yesterday 
she came to me in despair, with tears streaming from her 
beautiful eyes. 

" 'Nicholas,' she said, 'I have no one but you to help 
me, and you must save me!' 

"And then she told me that she had another guardian, 
an old school friend of her father's, who lived not far 
from us, and she thought he would protect her in this 
emergency, although of late vears he had had little to do 
with her, having been abroad most of the time. 

" So I said that I would take her to him, and we started 
before daybreak this morning. But we had not ridden 
far before we knew that we were pursued, and • ere long 
a bullet from the rifle of Lady Irma's guardian hit me. 

"Now, as a dying man, and for the sake of Lady Irma, 
I ask you to take my place and accompany her to the 
house of her father's friend." 

Eefore I could answer he put his handkerchief suddenly 
to his lips, from whence the life blood was flowing, and 
almost before I could utter a cry, or summon assistance, 
the end had come. 

Lady Irma was overwhelmed with grief, but bravely 
stifled it, as I told her what it was that her faithful serv- 
ant had asked of me. She told me the name of the gen- 
tleman to whom she was going for protection, and I rec- 
ognized it as that of my uncle's next-door neighbor. 

I endeavored to cheer her by telling her that I knew 
the road perfectly, and could take her to her destination 
in a few hours, but she shook her head, and murmured a 
name which caused me to spring to my feet in horror. 

It was the name of the relentless pursuer who had been 
the cause of my sentence to exile. 

"If I am to help you to escape, we must start before 
daybreak. If I am recognized by that man I am lost." 
And in a few words I explained to her my position. 

Swiftly we made our preparations for departure. At 



her entreaty I put on the fur^trimmed coat and cap which, 
had been worn by poor Nicholas, and which were a wel- 
come addition to* ray insufficient clothing, for the night 
was bitterly cold. She even brought me his long boots, 
and with her own little white fingers fastened on the belt 
in which his long hunting-knife was thrust. Then, hand- 
ing me his rifle, she bade me, with feverish haste, to go 
and get the- horses. 

When day dawned we were well on our way, and I was 
beginning to feel a little respite from anxiety, but sud- 
denly a low cry from my companion made me turn my 
head quickly. Our road lay through the midst of a forest, 
and far away behind us, at the end of a long vista, I saw 
three men riding furiously toward us. 

But soon I saw that we were slowly but surely gaining 
on them. Jf we could keep up this pace for the two or 
three miles yet remaining we were saved. 

Another mile flashed by, and we were far ahead. 

"Courage," I said. "We have only one more mile." 

But she uttered a sharp cry, and pointed to the forest. 

In its depths, rushing toward us with long, savage leaps, 
was a wolf, one of the largest I had ever seen. 

"We are Lost!" she gasped. * 

"Do not despair," I said. "Guide the horses while I 
fire." Bringing the rifle to my shoulder, I took aim at 
the ravenous beast and fired. 

I had missed him! 

There was no time to reload, and our pursuers were 
coming swiftly toward us. 

"When I spring to the ground," I said hastily, "take 
my horse's rein and hold him there beside your own. It 
is out only chance." 

The" wolf was now almost upon us. Throwing the rein 
toward my companion, I leaped to the ground, and, grasp- 
ing the rifle firmly in both hands, I stood waiting; for the 
savage beast. And I could hear the sound of the horses' 
hoofs behind us as they thundered along in pursuit. 

One mighty bound, and the wolf, with flaming eyes and 
open jaws, was upon me. But I was ready for him, and as 
he leaped, the butt of my rifle, wielded with a strength 
born of desperation, fell with tremendous force upon his 
uplifted head, and without a Sound he rolled over and 
over upon the freshly fallen snow, stone dead. 

To spring upon my horse and to bury the spurs deep 
in his sides, was but the work of an instant, and like the 
wind we dashed away, just in time to escape a rifle bullet 
from behind. 

Urging our noble animals by every means in our power, 
we covered the remaining distance with incredible speed, 
and were safe in our place of refuge before Lady Irma's 
enemy and mine drew up his foaming steed and demanded 
admission. 

Needless to say that he was, denied permission to take 
his ward back with him, and that she found a happy home 
with her other guardian. 

Through the influence of my uncle a pardon was ob- 
tained for me from the Czar, and my enemy lost the op- 
portunity of enriching himself with my estates, which 
were returned to me intact. 

The Lady Irma is now my wife, but as long as our lives 
last we will never forget that terrible ride through the 
snow-covered forest. 



THE SURPRISE FOUNTAIN PEN J 
A novelty of the 
greatest merit! It 
looks just like a gen- 
uine fountain pen.'Btit 
It isn't. That's where 
the joke comes in- If 
you take off the cover, a nice, ripe, juicy 
lemon appears. Then you give the friend 
you lend it to the merry "ha-ha." You 
might call it an everlasting Joke because you 
can use it over and over again. Price, by 
mail, postpaid, 10c. j 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. 2Gth St., N. Y j 



IMITATION CUT FINGER. 

A cardboard finger, 
carefully bandaged 
with linen, and the ; 
side and end are 
blood-stained. "When 
you slip it on your ! 
finger and show it to j 
your friends, just | 
give a groan or two. ■ 
nu se it up, and pull j 

_ f You will pet nothing but 

sympathy" until" you give them the laugh. 
Then duck! Price, 10c, postpaid. 
H. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B'klyn, N. Y. 



THE LITTLE GEM TELEPHONE. 

The transmitter in 
this telephone is 
made from the beat 
imported parchment ; 
with ordinary use 
will last a long time; 
ean be made in any 
length by adding 
cord; the only real 
telephone for the 
money; each one put up in a neat box; fully 
llustrated, with full directions how to use 
them. Price, 12c, postpaid. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. 26th St., N. Y. 




look of pain. 
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Sure Fire 
Accuracy 
Penetration 

The World's 
Record Holders 

Remington- UMC .22 cal. 
cartridges have broken 
two records in two years. 

The present world's 100-ehot gallery record, 2484 ex 2500, held by 
Arthur Hubalek was made with these herd hitting .22V 

They will help you, too, to break your best shooting records. 

Remington- VMC .22*9 are made, too, with hollow point bullets* 
This increases their shocking and killing power. 

Remington- VMC — the perfect shooting combination 

REMINGTON ARMS-UNION METALLIC CARTRIDGE CO. 299 Brosdwsr RswTeitGfr 




THE TOM-TOM DRUM. 

Hold the drum in one hand 
tnd with the thumb of the other 
j resting against the side of the 
I drum manipulate the drumstick 
[ with the lingers of the same 
I hand (as indicated in the cut). 
With practice it is possible to 
attain as great skill as with a real drum. The 
movable sounding hoard can be adjusted for 
either heavy or light playing*. They are used 
extensively in schools tor marching. 

Price, 10c. each, delivered frae. 

J. KENNEDY, 5G Sedgwick Av., Yonkers, N. Y. 

RAKE POSTAGE STAMPS 

Ou r packages are the best, as 
each contains at least 2 rarn 
oil ^s, worth the price of the 

who!, 1 lot. Start a collection. 
In tirre it will grow very val- 
uable. *0very known variety 
cf foreign and domestic siampd 
in these packages. Fifty va 
rleiies for o ee.'its; one hunUiud 
I o cents; two hundred, 2 conts; three hun- 
dred, 35 cunts: five hundred, $1.26 ; one thou- 
sand, $3.25; two thousand. $1S.00; 1,000 rnUuti 
lot, 26 cents. All in i;ood condition aud worth 
twice the amount we ask. 

WOLFF NOVELTY CO.. 26 W. 26th St.. X. Y. 




(LOTS OF FUN FOR A DI&HE 

tVuMloqifsfs Doable Throat fStSStSJS&SlSl 
Aitatdiii ud tajitify v«ur fr'«ndi- Ilk* ■> bomt «bia« lik* a 

P U PPJ» *lap » 3*n*ry u4 Imltat* blrdi **i bcuis of fiald u4 
U'tut, I^OADS OP FUN.fWendirful ]nT»»tloD. Shoo*, 
audi nU. Prls* only lftccnu; 4 ftr S&t«nu *r 13 for &0 eiai*. 
DOUBLE THROAT CO.DSltf. £ iaXKCtfX0WK,2C.£. 



OLD COINS 

V.'S paid for RARE date 185S qiurtera. $2U.O0 for 
We * CASH premium ou huudreds of 
coliiB;k«epi*U money dated before 18114 *nd ««ml 
TEN centu at once for our New Illustrated Coin 
Value Book, «lze It may mean your fortune. 

C, F. CLARKE & CO , Coin Dealer*, Dsst. 63 

LKitOY, NKW YORK 




FiTQ I Cured \Sy Daughte 
I I il her up. Will send Free € 



Daughter. Doctors gave 
5 express paid; give 
Express Office. F. r. LEPSO, Mllwiu^ea Wis, 





CAJ*D THROUGH THE HAT TRICK 

"With this trick you tar- 
row a hat, and appar- 
ently sfiove a card up 
through the c v o \v n, 
without injuring the 
card or hat. The oper- 
ation can be reversed, 
the performer seemingly r 
pushing the card down i 
"through the crown into j 
the hat again. It is a j 
trick which will puzzle j 
and interest the closest observer and detection ■ 
is almost impossible. It is so simple that a 
^hild can iearn how to perform it in a few 
minutes. 

Price 10 cents each, by mail, post-paid. 
M. O'NEILL, 425 W. GCth St., N. Y. 

RAPID CIGARETTE MAKER. 

This little article 

should be in the pocket 
of every smoker. With it 
a perfect cigarette can be 
made in ten seconds. You , 
will find thf/m equal in j 
appearance and far su- : 

fieri or in quality to commercial ones, at less ; 
han a quarter of the cost. With our cigar- : 
ette maker In your possession, you can smoke 
a pipe or cigarette at pleasure, as it's Just as 
easy to roll a cigarette as to fill a pipe. Every 
part of the cigarette make; is handsomely 
nickel-plated. Price. 16c, or 3 for 40c. by 
thail, postpaid. I 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 2» W. 26th St.. N. Y. 



WEIRD & NOBBY «5 C 

TM* Skull k Crouton** Hinf . 1 \J V 

v« finish ; Cubing r*d or git«a LQAlci veil, w*fcra. 

w*!l ud pioMca. Prawt attention wairwhar*. Pric* oulj 
I&eor8fgr2ioiwoitb mor*. Wh«Uwl*: 12 for *1.00 Big 

W. E. HILLPQ7, Frenchtown, N. J. 



MAGIC MIRROR. 

Fat and lean funny faces. By 
looking in these mirrors upright 
your features become narrow and 
elongated. Look into it sidewise 
and > jur phiz broadens out in 
the most comical manner. Size 
3^x2^4 inches, In a handsome imi- 
tation morocoo case. 

Price, 10c. each, postpaid. 
LAXG, 1813 Centre St., B'klyn, N. Y. 




SEE-SAW PUZZLE. 

The most absorb- 
ing puzzle seen for 
\ years. The kind 
I you sit up half the 
night to do. The 
puzzle is to get 
both balls, one in each pocket. 

Price, 10c; 3 for 35c. by mail, postpaid. 
M. O'NEILL, 425 W. 5CtU St.. N. Y. 




LAUGHABLE EGG THICK 

This is the funniest 
3 trick ever exhibited and 
always produces roars of 
laughter. The perform- 
er says tp the audience 
that he requires some 
eggs for one of his ex- 
periments. A.s no spec- 
tator carries any, h« 
calls his assistant, taps him on top of the 
head, he gags, and an egg comes out of his 
mouth. This Is repeated until six egK3 are 
produced. It is an easy trick to perform, once 
you know how, and always makes a hit. Di- 
rections given for working it. Price, 25 cents 
by mail, postpaid. 
U. l\ LAXG, 1815 Centre St., li'kiyn, X. Y. 





THE BOO-BOO CARD 

Hero is an innocent, and 
rery laughable practical 
joke. It consists of a curd, 
postal size, blackened on one 
gidti, except a white circle in 
the oenter. On the other 
_ is an interesting sentence, 
printed in spiral form, so that one has to keep turn- 
ing the card around and around in order to read it. 
The turning of the card causes the dark side to 
blacken tho reader's fingers. 

Price 1° GGsutii each "by mail, postpaid* 
J. KENNEDY, 56 Sodgwtc k Av., Yonkers, N. Y. 

NAIL" PUZZLE. " 
Made of 2 metal nails 
linked together. Keeps 
folks guessing; easy to 
take them apart when you 
know how. Directions 
with every one. 

Price, 6c, postpaid. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 2S W. 26 th St., X. Y. 





The BIssolvlne Penny. 

. — A genuino penny is 
held by the fingertips. 
Tou offer it to your 
friend, and when he at- 
tempts to take it, the 
penny suddenly van- 
ish*j without auy trace 
and Is immediately reproduced from some 

juite unexpected place Prifl*, 1S5« 

J. KE.VNKDY , 5C Sedffwick At., Y onkers, N. Y. 
BOYS' BLOW-GUN 

The wonderful blow-gun 
ised by the South Ameri- 
can savages is the model 
A ^ on which these splendid 
' guns are built. They are 

U Inches long, made of 
heavy tin, with a wooden 
moutn piece, and shoot as straight as a die. 
With one you can shoot ■ putty balls, nails, 
peas, sticks, darts, and many other missiles. 
Price. 15 cents each, by mail, postpaid. 
II. 1. LANG, 1K13 Centre St., B'Jdyn, N. Y. 




THIS MAGIC WALLET 

1 Lots oi' fun can he had with 
j it, puzzling people, w\i!o being 
used in a practical w<*y to carry 
bank bills, letters, invoices, etc. 
Open with the straight bands on 
the left, lay a bill on top of 
bands, close wallet; open to the 
eft, and the bill will be found 
jnder the crossed bands. Close 
j wallet, open to the right, and 
will be found under straight bands. 
Eut there? That's the question, 
cents each, postpaid. 
£DY, £(> Sedff'.vick Av., Yonkers, N\ Y, 

X-RAY WONDER 

This is a wonderful little 
optic?-! illusion. In use, you 
■e^: apparently see the bones In 
(VSg your hand, the hole In a 
ll t\r ' pipe-si em, the lead in a pen- 
cil. etc. The principle on 
s ™ which it is operated cannot 
be disclosed here, but it will afford no end of 
fun for any person who has one. t-*rice, IS 
cents eac>-_, by zrail, postpaid. 
H. I. LANG, Itola Centre St., I}'kl^u 4 N. X. 






FOUR WEEKS (A LOUD BOOK). 

Has the absolute and exact 
shape of a book in cloth. Up- 
on the opening of the book, 
after having- It set up accord- 
lnr to directions furnished, a 
loud report similar to that of 
a pistol-shot will be heard, 
much to the amazement and 
surprise of the victim. Caps 
not mailable; can be bought 
at any toy store. Price, 65c, by mail, postpaid. 
H. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B'klyn, N. Y. 



VANISHING AND RE- 
APPEARING EGG. — Very 
fine, easy to perform and 
it produces a marvelous 
and mystifying effect. Egg 
is made to appear and 
vanish right before the 
eyes. Beautifully made. 

Price, 25c 
M. O'NEILL., 
425 W. 56th St., X. Y. 



LITTLE RIP'S TEN-PINS. 

In each set there are 

ten pins and two bowl- i 
ing balls, packed In a ; 
beautifully ornamented i 
box. With one of these 
miniature sets you can 
play ten-pins on your 
dining-room table just 
as well as the game 
can be played In a regular alley. Every game 
known to professional bowlers can be worked 
With these pins. Price, 10c. per box by mail, 
postpaid. 

H. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B'klyn, N. V. 



Ayvad g Water-Wings 






Pi-lee 915 cents, Postpaid 
These water-wings take up no more room than ft 
pocket-bankerchlof. They weigh 3 ounces and sup- 
port from 50 to 2i>S) pounds. With a pair anyone nan 
learn to swim or float. For use, you have only to wet 
them, blow them up, and press together the two 
ring marks under the mouthpiece. 
H. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B'klyn, N. Y. 



GOOD LUCK BANKS. 
Ornamental as well as useful. 
Made of highly nickeled brass. 
It holds just One Dollar. When 
filled It oper.o Itself. Remains 
locked until refilled. Can be used 
at a wstchcharm. Money refund- 
ed if not satisfied. Price, 10c. 
by mail. 

L. SENARENS, 
347 Winthxop St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 






The Bot- 
tle Imp.— 

The pecu- 
liarity of 
. this little 
fflu bottle is 
"''that it 
cannot be made to lie down, 
and yet by simply passing 
the hand over it, the per- 
' former causes it to do so. 
This trick affords great 
amusement, and Is of convenient size to carry 
tibout Price, 10« 

J. KENNEDY, 56 Sedgwick At., Yonkers, N. Y. 




CACHOO ©It SNEEZING POWDKB. 

The greatest fun-maker of 
them all. A small amount 
of this powder, when blewn 
in a room, will cause 
everyone to sneeze wltheut 
anyone knowing where it 
comes from. It is very light, will float in the 
air f«r some tima, and penetrate every nook 
and corner of a room. It ia perfecttly harm- 
less. Cachoo Is put up in bottles, and «ne 
bottle contains enough to be used from 19 to 
16 times. Price, by mail, 10c. each; 3 for 25c. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., SO W. 26th 8t. f N. X, 






SURPRISE PERFUME 
BOTTLE. 
Those in the joke may freely 
smell the perfume in the bottle, 
but the uninitiated, on removing 
the cork will receive the contents 
in his hands. This is a simple 
and clever joke. 

Price, 10c, each by mail, post- 
paid; S for 23c. 

H. F. LA NO, 

1S15 Centre St., B'klyn, N. Y. 



THE SWIMMING FISH 

Here is a fine mechanical 
toy. It is an imitation gold- 
fish, about 4^ inches long, 
and contains a water-tight 
compartment which will not 
allow it to sink. To keep it 
in a natural position, ihe lower fin is ballasted 
with lead. To make It work, a spring is 
wound up. You then throw it in the water, 
and the machinery inside causes the tail to 
wiggle, and propel it in the most lifelike man- 
ner. When It runs down the fish floats until 
it is recovered, and it can then be rewound. 
Kacea between two of these fishes are very 
Interesting. Price, 25 cents each by mail, post- 
paid. 

J. KENNEDY, 56 Sedgwick At., Yonkers, N. Y. 



THE SPOTTER, 
OB THE EDUCAT- 
ED DIE.— The per- \ 
former exhibits a ; 

die. The Ac* of ■ 
Spades and five cards 
are now taken from 
a pack. The Ace of 
Spades is thoroughly 
shuttled with the 
other cards, which 
are then placed face 
down In a row on 
the table. The die is now thrown, and as if 
embodied with superhuman Intelligence, the 
exact position of the Ace Is indicated. With- 
out touching the die, the performer pfeks up 
the cards, gives them a complete shuffle and 
again spreads them out. The die is rolled as 
before by any person, and is seen to come to 
a stop with the locating number uppermost. 
The card is turned over and found to corre- 
spond In position. Price, 15c. 
ii. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B'klyn, N. Y. 



SPIRIT SLAT K - WRITING.— N o trick has 
ever puzzled the scientists more and created 
a greater sensation than the famous spirit- 
writings which appear between sealed slates 
which have freely been shown cleaned, care- 
fully tied together and given to a spectator to 
hold. These spirits answer questions. Sold 
by us complete, slates and secret. No chem- 
ical used. Price, 75c- 
M. O'NEILL. 423 W. 5Stu St., N. Y. 




THE FLUTTER-BY. 

This mechanical flying 
machine Is worked by a 
pew principle. It looks 
like a beautiful butter- 
fly, about 9 inches wide. 
In action its wing move- 
ments are exactly like 
those of a live butterfly. It will travel 
through the air about 25 feet, in the most 
natural manner. As flying: toys are all the 
rage, this one should be a source of profit and 
amusement to both old and young. Price, 
ISc. each by mail, postpaid. 
H. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B'klyn, X. Y. 





MAGIC CARD BOX. — A very cleverly made 
box of exchanging or vanishing cards. In fact, 
any number of tricks of this character can be 
performed by it. A very necessary magical 
accessory. Price, 15c. 

M. O'NEILL, 425 W. 56th St., N. Y. 





THE PRIN- 
CESS OF YO- 
«»OI CARD 
% TRICK. — 

Four cards 
are held in 
the form of a fan and a 
spectator is requested to 
mentally select one of the 
four. The cards are now 
shuffled and one is openly 
taken away and placed in 
his pocket. The performer remarks that he 
has taken the card mentally selected by the 
(spectator. The three cards are now displayed 
and the selected card it found to be missing. 1 
Reaching In his pocket the performer removes 
and exhibits the chosen card. Price, 15c. 

J. KENNEDY, 56 Sedgwick At., Youkers. N. Y. j 




JUMPING CARD.— A 

pretty little trick, easy to 
perform. Effect: A select- 
ed card returned to the 
deck jumps high into the 
air at the performer's com- 
mand. Pack Is held In one 
hand. Price of apparatus, 
with enough cards to per- 
form the trick, 10c. 

M. O'NEILL, 
425 W. 56th St., X. T. 




THE DEVIL'S CARD TRICK.— From three 
cards held in the hand anyone is asked to 
mentally select one. All three cards are 
placed in a hat and the performer removes 
first the two that the audience did not select 
and passing the hat to them their card has 
mysteriously vanished. A great climax; 
highly recommended. Price, 10c. 

H. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B'klyn, N. Y. 




APPEARING BILLIARD BALL.— A solid 
billiard bull, beautifully made, can be made 
to appear in the bare hands with the sleeves 
rolled back to elbows. Very fine and easy 
to do. Price, U5c. 

Jtt. O'NEILL, 425 W. 56th St., N. Y. 



iUSLNG PENCIL. 
— The performer ex- 
hibits an ordinary 
pencil and shows it 
top and bottom. The 
pencil Is laid on the 
palm, the performer 
calling attention to 
his hypnotic power 
over innate objects. 
The pencil Is seen 
slowly to rise, fol- 
lowing the move- 
ments of the other 
hand. The witnesses are asked to pass their 
hand around it to assure themselves no 
thread or hair is used. Price, 25c. 

J. KENNEDY, 56 Sedgwick At., Yonkers, X. Y. 





"KNOCK-OUT" CARD TRICK.— Fire cards 
are shown, front and back, and there are no 
two cards alike. You place some of them In 
a handkerchief and ask any person to hold 
them by the corners In full view of the audi- 
ence. You now take the remaining: cards and 
request anyone to name any card shown. This 
done, you repeat the name of the card and 
jtate that ycu will cause It to invisibly leave 
your hand ).nd pass into the handkerchief, 
where it will be found among the other cards. 
At the word "Go!" you show that the chosen 
card has vanished, leaving absolutely only 
two cards. The handkerchief Is unfolded by 
any person, and in it iound the Identical 
card. Price, 10c 

il. O'NEILL, 435 W. 66th St.. N. Y. 




THE MULTIPLYING CORKS, 
round box is shown to be empty 
the spectators is allowed to place 
iu it. The cover Is put on and 
handed to one of the spectators, 
removing the cover, ends six eorki 
Three of the corks are now made 
mysteriously as they came. Very 



— A small 
and one of 
three corks 
the box is 
who, upon 
i In the box. 
to vanish as 
deceptive. 
Price. 15c 

11. F. LANG, 1*13 Centre St., B'Wjn, N. Y. 



SECEET 



SEEVICE. 



"Secret Service" 

NEW YORK, OCTOBER 18, 1912. 



ITEMS WOR^TH READING 

Seventeen species of shark, some of them 25 feet in 
length, inhabit the far Western seas, while the basking 
shark of the Indian Ocean frequently attains ,a length of 
50 feet. 

During the Boer war of 1881 one of the sentries of a 
British regiment, having been found asleep at his post, 
was tried by court martial and condemned to be shot. At 
the appointed time he was marched to a spot outside the 
camp, and the troops were drawn up to witness the execu- 
tion of the unfortunate man. Just as the officer in charge 
was about to give the order to fire, ,a bullet flew into the 
group of officers and men, -and the prisoner fell dead at 
their feet. The shot was from the rifle of a concealed 
Boer marksman. In "sniping" the British troops, he had 
unwittingly acted as executioner. 

A Rhine Museum is soon to be founded at Koblenz, if 
present plans are carried out. It will include a large col- 
lection of charts, pictures, models and diagrams illustrat- 
ing the physical conditions, past and present, of the 
famous river, and a complete exposition of its economic 
history. Some of the unique features will be : Models 
of the various types of vessel used on the Rhine from early 
times to the present; models of past and present bridges; 
illustrations of the methods and apparatus used in main- 
taining and improving the navigability of the river. A 
fine series of geological rnodels is contemplated. The city 
of Koblenz has already given a site for the building. 

The largest flyingfisli on record was recently served for 
breakfast on the British warship Ardeola a short time 
ago. The Ardeola was homeward bound, and was off the 
Canary Island's, when a large school of flyingfish was ob- 
served. They were apparently in full flight from some 
deep-sea enemy, and traveling rapidly. As the ship met 
and passed them several flew on board, and were seized 
by the crew as welcome additions to the mess. One of 
the fish measured nineteen inches. The largest flyingfish 
ever seen before the Ardeola's catch have never exceeded 
ten inches. The big one was fried for the captain's break- 
fast. Flyingfish are very palatable, and taste like trout. 



That the patent business of the Government has out- 
grown the qiiarters assigned for the conduct of the busi- 
ness is a fact well known to those in touch with conditions 
in the Patent Office. The pressure upon the space of the 
building has about reached its limit. It has been given 
out on authority that if all the printed patents stored in 
the building were laid end to end they would form a strip 
over 69,000 miles in length; or, if placed in a pile, would 
form a mass as high as the Washington Monument and 
ten feet square. If they were placed on one shelf," that 
shelf would be nineteen miles long. Over two miles of 
cases,- nine shelves high, are crowded in the rooms, gal- 
leries, corridors and out-of-the-way nooks, from basement 
to attic, in the Patent Office. The papers accumulate at 
a rate/ which requires 100 feet of shelf space a week. 
Wooden shelving and these masses of papers make the fire 
danger great. 



WITH THE FUNNY FELLOWS 



Farmers Wife — What is your business? Weary William 
— I have started to walk around the world in the greatest 
possible number of days. 

The most attentive man to business we ever knew was 
he who wrote on his store door: "Gone to get married. 
Back in fifteen minutes." 

"Handsome decorations don't make life easier," said 
Uncle Eben. "A gold alarm clock wouldn't make it any 
mo' cheerful to git up dan one dat's nickel-plated." 

"What do you think of this idea -of the recall?" "It 
wouldn't work," replied the baseball fan. "If you under- 
took to put an umpire out every time the crowd hissed him 
the game couldn't go on." 

"I told him there were dozens of people here in town 
who had never heard of him." "I guess that took him 
down a peg or two." "I'm sure it didn't. He started 
right out to find them and borrow money." 

Jones (to wife) — Well, Maria, I'm going to stay at 
home with you to-day and help you to tidy up the house. 
I'll tack down the hall carpets and hang up the pictures, 
to begin with. Mrs. J. (to the children) — Children, you 
may go over to grandma's and stay all day. (Aside) : 
I know my husband is a deacon of the church, but for 
all that he is just as apt to hit his thumb with a hammer 
as any other man. 

Willie was a smart boy, and anxious to get on. His first 
job was in the bank. "Well, Willie, my boy," said his 
uncle to him, as he met him in the street car onie day, 
"how are you getting on in business? I suppose you'll 
soon be manager, eh?" "Yes, uncle," replied Willie, "I'm 
getting on nicely. I'm already a draft clerk." "Really," 
replied his avuncular relative. "A draft clerk? That's 
very good." "Yes, uncle," remarked the bright lad. "I 
open and shut the windows according to order, and close 
the doors after people have left 'em open." 
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,atest Issues 



"THE UBEKTY BOYS CF "75" 

EP6 Th? Liberty Hoys' Hard Luck; or. Dick 

Slater's Despair. 
697 The Liberty Hoys Storming the Ue- 

doubts ; or, A Week of Danger. * 
B98 The Liberty lioys After a Traitor; or, 

Arnold's Narrow Lseape. 
199 The Liberty Roys' Little Friend ; or, The 

Youngest lioy in the Troop 
800 The Liberty Buys at the Mloek House; 

or, Holding lim-k S;c:uu Girty. 

601 The Liberty l.'ovs and Wild Neil"; or, 

The Gypsy Girl's Plot. 

602 The Liberty ISoyg' Greatest Iiattle : or, 

Foiling the Redcoats. 



C03 The Liberty Boys' Grief; or, Dick Slater 
Missing. 

604 The Liberty Boys' Deep Game : or. The 

Spy of Stony Point. 

605 The Liberty Boys Saving a Patriot ; or, 

The Gunmaker's Plot. 

606 The Liberty Boys and Paul Revere ; or, 

A Wild Hide for Freedom. 

607 The Liberty Bo.vs Tricking the Tories: 

or. Saving G-jneral ^utnam. 
COS The Liberty Boys at Trinity Fire ; or. 

Capturing a Dangerous Spy. 
809 The Liberty Boys Helping Washington ; I 

or, Great Work at White Marsh. 



010 The Liberty Boys' Young Scout ; or. 
Fighting the Redcoat Raiders. 

611 The Liberty Boys in Frog Swamp ; or. 

General Marion's Daring Deed. 

612 The Liberty Boys on ths Bolder ; or. 

Exposed to Many Perils. 

613 The Liberty Boys' Nerve; or. Not 

Afraid of the King's Minions. 

614 The Liberty Boys' Defiance; or, Catch 

and Hang Us If You Can. 

615 The h berty Boys io the Rescue; or, A Host 

U itliin Themselves. 

616 The Liberty Boys' Narrow Escape; or, A 

Necii-and-Neck Ituce With Loath. 



"PIATCK AND LUG K" 

783 Sure and Steady ; or, The lioy Kngineer'a 
First Job. By J as. C. Merritt. 

734 One Thousand Miles from L-i.'id ; or, i.os. 

in the Gulf Stream. By Capt. Tuos 
H. Wilson. 

735 The Midnight Alarm ; or, The Boys of 

Old No. i>. By Lx-Fire Chief Warden. 
786 Missing from School ; or, The Mysterious 
Disappearance of Billy Bird, iiy How- 
ard Austin. 

7S7 The Boss of the Camp ; or, The Hoy Who 
Was Never Afraid. By An Old Scout. 

738 "S3o" ; or. The Boy Without a Name. 
By Allan Arnol'L 



739 Joe Jeckel, the Prince of Firemen. By 

Ex-Fire Chief Warden. 

740 Tons of Luck ; or, The Boy of Many 

Good Fortunes. By Allyn Draper. 

741 Dick Dareall. the Yankee Boy Spy ; or. 

Young America in the Philippines. By 
Gen'l Jas. A. Gordon. 

742 Brake and Throttle; or, A Boy Engi- 

neers Luck. By Jas. C. Merritt. 

743 The Boy Slaves' of Siberia ; or, The Vul- 

ture King. By Berton Bertrew. 

744 The Captain of No. 9 ; or, The Boy Log- 

gers of Loon Lake. By Howard Aus- 
tin. 



745 The Invisible Twelve, An Irish Romance 

of the present day. By Allan Arnold. 

746 The Boy Scouts of the Susquehanna ; or. 

The Young Heroes of the Wyoming 
Valley. By an Old Scout. 

747 Lost On a Whaler ; or, A Boy Captain's 

First Cruise. By Capt. Thos. H. Wil- 
son. 

748 The Treasurer's Son ; or, Fighting the 

Railroad Sharks. By Jas. C. Merritt. 

749 The Boy Sliver King ; or. The Mystery 

of Two Lives. By Allyn Draper. 

750 The Boy of the Bastile. A Story of 

the French Reign of Terror. By Gen'l 
Jas. A. Gordon. 



"WOB.II AND WIH" 
704 Fred l-'earnut and the Cattlemen; or, 

Hot Times at Canyon Castle. 
frQ5 Fred Fearnot's Curious Curve; ur, Get- 
ting Onto Nc'.v Tricks. 

706 Fred Fearuot's :-'ure Shot; or. The Aim 

That Saved a I.ife. 

707 Fred Fearuot's Uard Hitting; or. Bat- 

ting Out a Victory. 

708 Fred Fearuot's Canoe Race; or. Six Days 

at a Summer Camp 

709 Fred Fearnot's Dating Swim; or, Thf 

Mystery of Whirlpool liapids. 

710 Fi-eu ,i- earuot's l.ase Running ; or, Fast 

Work on the Diamond. 



711 Fred Fearnot's Hunt for a Wild Man; 

or. The Terror of the Woods. 

712 Fred Fearnot and "Reckless Rob" ; or. 

Backing a Boy Champion. 

713 Fred Fearnot and the Rowdy Player ; 

or, Warm Work on the Diamond. 

714 Fred Fearnot in Vaudeville ; or, Help- 

ing Out an Old Friend. 

715 Fred Fearnot and the Face of Fire ; or, 

The Great Ciifl: Mystery. 

716 Fred Fearnot's Young Backstop ; or, 

The Best Game of the Season. 

717 Fred Fearnot and the Tippler ; or, Re- 

forming a Drunkard. 



718 Fred Fearnot's Life Savers ; or. Lively 

Times at the Beach. 

719 Fred Fearnot's Post Season Games; or, 

Winding Up the League. 

720 Fred !• earnot and Engineer Ed ; or, 

Holding Up the Train Wreckers. 

721 Fred Fearnot and the Breaker Boy ; or, 

Four Days Fighting a Burning Mine. 

722 Fred Fearnot's Croas-Country Cham- 

pions ; or, Great Sport on Track and 
Field. 

723 Fred Fearnot's Boy Trappers ; or, Lost 

in the Big Woods. 

724 Fred Fearnot's Football Game ; or, 

Work On the Gridiron. 



"FAME & FORTUKE WEEKLY" 
850 The Old Trader s Legacy ; and What His ! 

Office Boy Did With It. [ 
SSI A. H'vttlou, Vu DiR'Jaouds ; or. The Treasure 
ot trie IVtdden VaHej. 
Sim, *ne. Speculator -, or, VYaying the 
Wall Street Mai-Set. 

853 A Born Showman; or, The Boy Who 

Ran a Circus. 

854 After a Golden Stake ; or, Breaking a 

"Bucket-Shop" Combine. (A Wall 
Street Story.) 

855 Bound to be a Manager; or, Making 

Money in Baseball. 



S56 
3o7 

359 
360 
361 



A Boy Broker's Dollars ; or, The Mystery 
of a Money Vault. (A story of Wall 
Street.! 

Tom, the Apprentice ; or, The Young Me- 
chanic Who Made Ills Mark. , 
A Banker at 17 ; or, The Wali Street 

Boy's Syndicate. 
The Mystic Chart ; or, The Treasure of 

the Big Caves. 
Working the Money Market ; or. The 

Deals of a Wall Street Boy. 
The buy Gold Kiug ; or. The Greatest 

Mine in the World. 



362 
363 
<64 
365 
300 
367 
SOS 



A Young Broker's Money ; or, Trapping 

the Sharpers Of Wall Street. 
Dollars and Cents; or. From Cash Boy 

To Partner. 
Jimmy, the Office Boy ; or, A Plucky 

Wall Street Plunger. 
Always On Time ; or, The Perils Of a 

Young Mail Contractor. 
The Missing Bondi- ; or, A Lucky Bov in 

Wall Street. 
Hunting For Treasure; or, The Pirate's 

Chest Of Gold. 
$10,0u0 Reward ; or, The Fortune Of a 

Bank Clerk. 



"WILD WSST WEEKLY" 



or, 



606 Young Wild West at Yankee Camp 

A Fourth of Juiy on the Border. 

607 Young Wild \Ye3t Cornered by Apaches 

or, Arietta and the lemoned Arrow. 



608 Young Wild West and "Innocent ike"; 

or, Trapping a Tncky Rustier. 

609 Young Wild Wee: s Prairie Pursuit; or, 

Arietta a Captive. 

610 Young Wild W est and the Texas Cow- 

boys; or, The Scrtminago with the 
Sheepmen. 



811 Young Wild West Washing Out Gold ; or, 
Ariettas Lucuy Discovery. 

512 Younc, Wild West's Mexican Mii-Up ; or. 

The Silver Mine Dispute. 

513 Young Wild West at the Widow's 

Cia*ni ; or, Arietta's iirave Defense 

514 Young Wild West and the lian^e i-.uya . 

or, Crooked \\ ork at the Sleepy J. 

515 Young Wild West Caught by savages; 

or, Arietta's Dating itescue. 
510 Young Wild West and the Mexican 
Deadshot ; or, The shooting Match 
on the Border. 



, 517 Young Wild West at Hard Luck Camp ; 
[ or, Arietta ana the Stream of Gold. 



518 Young Wild West Defending a Ranch; 
or. Besieged by Cattle Rustlers. 

519 Young- Wj id \\ est and the itinera Trap; 
or, Arietta's Great Shot. 

520 You_g Wnti West at Ace iliga Fair ; or, 
The Liveliest i'ime uu itecui-u. 

521 Young \Viiu \Vesi a iiis A y t..de ; or, 
Arietta and the ijuicn oui.^. 

522 Young Wild West's Lueksiim Band ; or, 
Tiie Sheriit s mg iu.siawe. 

For gale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 
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LAT £ST ISSUES 

•78 The Bradys and the Midnight Special ; or, After the Poit Office 
Thieves. 

•74 The liiwjys and the five Uold Bullets; or, The Boldest Plot (or 
Years. 

•T5 Tin- liiiidj-s After the Missing Aviator; or, Chasing a Curious 
Clew. 

•76 The Hradvs and the Blind Boy; or, Solving an Kact Side Mystery. 
677 The Hnid'ys and Captain Candlestick; or, Showing Up a Slick 
Swindler. 

•78 The Kradys and the Chinese Queen ; or, The Case that Puzzled 
Pell Street. 

679 The Bradys Bag of Gold: or. Rounding Dp the Mining Sharks. 
880 The iiradys and the Hiver Hats; or, Out On a Kevenue Case. 
681 The Bradys in Death Swamp ; or. Downing a Desperate Band 

882 The Bradys and the Bundle Boy ; or. The Fate of Eddie Moran 

883 The Bradys' Mytterious Clew ; or, The Secret of the Seven Sevens. 

684 The Bradys and the Burglars; or, The Clew Id the Bank Vault 

685 The Bradys and the Twenty Treasure Chests ; or. The Mystery of 

the California Clipper. 
•86 The Bradys aid the Dumb Chinaman: or. Exposing ;i Midnight 
Mystery 

687 The Bradys' Thousand-Mile Chase : or. Out for a Big Reward. 

888 The Bradys and Convict 10 : or, After the King of the Dips. 

889 The Bradys' Dash for Life; or, Trailing the Auto Burglars 

890 The Bradys' Clever Trap; or. The Marked $1,000 Bill. 

691 The Bradys and the Yellow Giant ; or. The Clew lu the Joss 
House. 

S92 The Bradys on a Great Case ; or, The Big Bonanza Mine Mystery 
98 The Bradys and the Pack of Cards ; or, The Hunchback's Terrible 
Secret. 

•94 The Bradys and the Circus Boy ; or, The Fatal Finger Prints 
695 The Bradys Tracking thi Cab Crooks; or. Working for a Wall 
Street Bank. 



R„rkle Clew; or, Solving a Seven Years' Sjcret. 

„- Buckle ciew, u . » Tfa Myatery of th( . 

The Bradys and the Queen of Weans, or, 

Mask'Hl Ball. , . 

The Bradys Chinese Trap; or, The Opium Smugs er s Revenge. 

The Bradys and the Skeleton Club; or. The Secrets of the Silent 
Six 

The Bradys After the Bridge Burners; or. Working for a Railroad. 

The Bradys' Cyclone Uaid ; or, After the King of the Moon- 
shiners. „.. .. , „ 

The Bradys and the Chinese Detective; or, The Order of the 
Yellow Dragon. 

The Hradvs' Kndiees Trail; or. The Mvsterv of the Voodoo Queen. 
The Bradys and the Missing Miser; or, A Hot Fight for Millions. 
The Bradys' Wireless Clew ; or, The Search tor a Missing Yacht. 
The Bradvs and the False Key ; or. The Secret of the Safe Deposit 
Vault. 

The Bradys Held in Bondage ; or, Tracking a Banker's 1 reasure. 
The Bradyg and the Twin Doctors ; or, The Mysterious House at 
High wood. 

The Bradys' Boy Ferret ; or. After a Defaulting Cashier. 
The Bradys and the Fire Fiends : or. Trailing the 'I'cncinonV Onng. 
The Bradys' Missing Clew; or. The Million That Came By Fxpress. 
The Bradys and the Big Red Ruby; or, The Old Pawnbroker's 
Secret 

The Bradys and the Stolen Despatch; or, On Special Secret 
Service. 

The Bradys and the Marked $1,000-Bill; or, the Mystery of the 
Marsh. 

The Bradys and the Bronze Idol ; or, Tracking a Chinese Treasure. 
The Bradys and the Sales Girl ; or, A Six days' Search in the 
Slums. 



696 The Bradys' Brass 



698 
699 
700 

701 

702 
703 

704 

70o 
70U 
707 
708 

709 
710 

711 
712 
713 
714 

715 

716 

717 
718 



For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 
FRANK T0USEY. Publisher. ... 168 West 23d St.. New York. 



IF YOU WANT JINY BjiCK NUMBERS 

of our weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Write out and 
fill in your Order and send it to us with the price of the week lies you want and we will send them to you by return mail. 
POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 

FEANK T0USEY, Publisher, 168 West 23d St., New York. 



No. I. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUAI AND 
DREAM HOOK. — Containing the great oracle 
of human destiny; also the true meaning of 
almost any kind of dreams, together with 
charms, ceremonies, and curious games of 
cants. 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.— The great 

book of magic and card tricks, containing full 
Instruction on all the leading card tricks of 
the day, also the most popular magical illu- 
sions as performed by our leading magicians; 
every boy shotild obtain a copy of this book. 

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.— The arts and 
wiles of flirtation are fully explained by this 
little book. Besides the various methods of 
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and 
hat flirtation, it contains a full list of the 
language and sentiment of flowers. 

No. 4. HOW TO DANCK is the title of 
this little book. It contains full instructions 
In the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball- 
room and at parties, how to dress, and full 
fllrections for calling off in ail popular square 
fiances. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKK LOV E. — A com- 
plete guide to love, courtship and marriage, 
giving sensible advice, rules and el iquet te to 
be observed, with many curious and interest- 
ing' things not generally known. 

No. 6. HOW TO BEC03IK AN ATHLETE. 
— Giving full instruction for the use of dumb- 
bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, horizontal 
bars and various other methods of developing 
■■ good, healthy muscle; containing over sixty 
illustrations 

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST. 
— A useful and instructive book, giving a 
complete treatise on chemistry; also experi- 
ments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, 
chemistry, and directions for making flre- 
workr- colored fires, and gas balloons. 

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILO- 
QUIST. — By Harry Kennedy, Every intelli- 
gent boy reading this book of instructions can 
master the art and create any amount of fun 
for himself and friends. It is the greatest 
book ever published. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX. — The art of self- 
defense made easy. Containing over thirty 
illustrations of guards, blows, and the differ- 
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy 
should obtain one of these useful and instruc- 
tive books, as it will teach you how to box 
without an instructor. 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS. 
—A most complete little book, containing full 
direct ions for writing love-letters, and when 
to use them, giving specimen letters for young 
and old. 

No. 12 HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO 
LADIES. — -Giving complete instructions for 
writing letters to ladies on all subjects, also 
totters of introduction, notes and requests. 
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No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR. BOOK OF 
ETIQUETTE. — It is a great life secret, and 
one that every young man desires to know all 
about. There's happiness in it. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.— A com- 
plete hand-book for making all kinds of 
candv, ice-cream, svrups, essences, etc., etc. 

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW' GAR- 
DEN. — Containing full instructions for con- 
structing a window garden either in town or 
country, and the most approved methods for 
raising beautiful flowers at home. 

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL. 
— One of the brightest and most valuable 
little books ever given to the world. Every- 
body wishes to know how to become beauti- 
ful, both male and female. The secret is 
simple, and almost costless. 

No. 20 HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVEN- 
ING PARTY. — A complete compendium of 
games, sports, card diversions, comic recita- 
tions, etc., suitable for parlor or drawing- 
room entertainment. It contains more for 
the money than any book published. 

No 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.— The 
most complete hunting and fishing guide ever 
published. It contains full instructions about 
yuns, hunting do^s, traps, trapping and fish- 
ing, together with description of game and 
fish. 

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.— 
Heller's second sight explained by his former 
assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how the 
secret dialogues were carried on between the 
magician and the boy on the stage; also giv- 
ing all the codes and signals. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS. — 
This little book gives the explanation to all 
kinds of dreams, together with lucky and 
unlucky davs. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST. — 
Containing full instructions for all kinds of 
gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. Em- 
bracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor 
W. Macdonald. 

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD 
A BOAT. — Fully illustrated. Full instructions 
are given in this little book, together with in- 
structions on swimming and riding, companion 
sports to boating. 

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF 
RECITATIONS. — Containing the most popular 
selections in use, comprising Dutch dialect, 
French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect 
pieces, together with many standard readings. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES. — 
Everyone Is desirous of knowing what his 
future life will bring forth, whether happiness 
or misery, wealth oi poverty. You can tell 
by a glance at this little book. Buy one and 
be convinced. 

No. 29 HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR. 
—Every boy should know how Inventions orig- 
anj address on receipt of price, 10 eta. per copy. 



inated. This book explains them all. giving 
examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnet- 
ism, optics, pneumatics, mechanics, etc. 

No. 30. HOW TO COOK. — One of the most 
instructive books on cooking ever published. 
It contains recipes for cooking meats, fish, 
game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes 
and all kinds of pastry, and a grand collec- 
tion of recipes. 

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER. 
- — Containing fourteen illustrations, giving the 
different positions requisite to become a good 
speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also con- 
taining gems from all the popular authors of 
prose and poetry. 

No. Ml. HOW TO BEHAVE. — Containing 
the rules and etiquette of good society and 
the easiest and most approved methods of 
appearing to good advantage at parties, balls, 
the theatre, church, and in the drawing-room. 

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.— Containing full 
instruction foi* fencing and the use of the 
broadsword; also instruction in archery. De- 
scribed with twenty-one practical illustra- 
tions. 

No. 35. HOW TO FLAY GAMES. — A com- 
plete and useful little book, containing the 
rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc. 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS. 
—Containing all the leading conundrums of 
the day, amusing riddles, curious catches and 
witty sayings. 

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.— It con- 
tains information for everybody, boys, girls, 
men and women; it will teach you how to 
make almost anything around the house, such 
as parlor ornaments, brackets, cements, 
Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching 
birds. 

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN 
DOCTOR. — A wonderful book, containing use- 
ful and practical information in the treatment 
of ordinary diseases and ailments common to 
every family. Abounding In useful and effec- 
tive recipes for general complaints. 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS. POULTRY, 
PIGEONS AND RABBITS.— A useful and in- 
structive book. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS. 
— Including hints on how to catch moles, 
weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds. Also 
how to cure skins. Copiously illust rated. 

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END 
MEN'S JOKE BOOK. — Containing a great va- 
riety of the lateBt jokes used by the most 
famous end men. No amateur minstrels is 
complete without this wonderful 1 It tie book. 

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK 
STUMP SPEAKER.— Containing a varied as- 
sortment of stump speeches. Negro, Dutch and 
Irish. Also end men's jokes. Juat the thing 
for home amusement and amateur shows, 
or 8 for 26 cts.. Id money or postage stamps, by 
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